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EARL RICHARD. 

A FRAGMENT of this gloomy and impressiye romance, 
(corresponding to v. 21-42,) was published in Herd's 
Scottish Songs, i. 184, from which, probably, it was 
copied into Pinkerton's Scottish Tragic Ballads, p. 84. 
The entire story was first printed in The Border Min- 
strelsy, together with another piece, Lord William, 
containing a part of the same incidents. Of the five 
versions which have appeared, four are given in this 
place, and the remaining one in the Appendix, where, 
also, we have put a rifacimento of the story, from 
Scarce Ancient Ballads, Aberdeen, 1822. 

** There are two ballads in Mr. Herd's MSS. upon 
the following story, in one of which the unfortunate 
knight is termed Young Huntdn*. [See Appendix.] 
The best verses are selected from both copies, and 
some trivial alterations have been adopted from tra- 
dition." Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, iii. 184. 

" O Lady, rock never your young son, young, 

One hour langer for me ; 
For I have a sweetheart in Garlioch Wells, 

I love far better than thee. 



EARL RICHABD. 

" The very sole o' that lady's foot « 

Than thy fece is far mair white : ** 

" Butj nevertheless, now, Erl Richard, 
Ye will bide in my bower a' night ? " 

She birled him with the ale and wine. 

As they sat down to sup : w 

A living man he laid him down, 
But I wot he ne'er rose up. 

Then up and spake the popinjay, 

That flew»aboun her head ; 
" Lady ! keep weel your green cleiding w 

Frae gude Erl Richard's bleid."— 

" O better Fll keep my green cleiding 

Frae gude Erl Richard's bleid. 
Than thou canst keep thy clattering toung, 

That trattles in thy head." 20 

She has called upon her bower maidens, 
She has call'd them ane by ane ; 

" There lies a dead man in my hour : 
I wish that he were gane ! " 

They hae booted him, and spurred him, 25 

As he was wont to ride ; — 
A hunting-horn tied round his waist, 

A sharpe sword by his side ; 



EABL BICHABD. 

And they hae had him to the wan water, 
For a' men call it Clyde. » 

Then up and spoke the popinjay 

That sat upon the tree — 
" What hae ye done wi' Erl Richard ? 

Ye were his gay ladye." — 

" Come down, come down, my bonny bird, 85 

And sit upon my hand ; 
And thou sail hae a cage o' gowd. 

Where thou hast but the wand." — 

" Awa ! awa ! ye ill woman ! 

Nae cage o* gowd for me ; « 

As ye hae done to Erl Richard, 

Sae wad ye do to me." 

She hadna crossed a rigg o' land, 

A rigg but barely ane, 
When she met wi' his auld &ther, « 

Came riding aU alane. 

" Where hae' ye been, now, ladye fair, 

Where hae ye been sae late ? 
We hae been seeking Erl Richard, 

But him we canna get" — so 

80. C^fde, in Celtic, means white. — Lockhart. 



BASL BICHARD. 

" Erl Richard kens a' the forda in Clyde, 

He'll ride them aoe b; aoe ; 
And though the night was ne'er eae mirk, 

Erl Richard will be hame." 

I anes, upon a day, 
King was boun to ride ; 
has mist him, Erl lUchard, 
Id hae riddeu on his right side. 

lye tum'd her round about, 
[ttickle moumfii' din — 
ra me aair o' Clyde water, 
he is drown'd therein." — 

louk, gar douk," the King he cried, 
r douk for gold and fee ; 
will douk for Erl Richard's sake, 
ha wiD douk for me ? " 

ouked in at ae weil-heid, 

out aye at the other ; 

an douk nae mair for Erl Sicliai-d, 

jugh he were our brother." 

Iiat, in that ladye's castle, 
King was boun to bed ; 
■ and spake the popinjay, 
flew ahune his head. 



EABL RICHABD. 7 

^ Leave aff jour dooking on the day, fs 

-And dook upon the night ; 
And where that sackless knight lies slain, 

The candles wiU bum bright," — 

" O there's a bird within this bower, 

That sings baith sad and sweet ; a> 

O there's a bird within your bower, 
Keeps me frae my night's sleep." 

They left the douking on the day. 

And douk'd upon the night ; 
And where that sackless knight lay slain, ss 

The candles burned bright 

The deepest pot in a' the linn, 
They fand Erl Richard in ; 

86. These are unquestionably the corpse-lights, called in 
Wales CanhtoyUan Cyrph, which are sometimes seen to illu- 
minate the spot where a dead body is concealed. The Editor 
is informed, that, some years ago, the corpse of a man, drowned 
in the Ettrick, below Selkirk, was discoyered by means of 
these candles. Such lights are conmion in churchyards, and 
are probably of a phosphoric nature. But rustic superstition 
deriyes them from supernatural agency, and supposes, that, 
as soon as life has departed, a pale flame appears nt the win- 
dow of the house, in which the person had died, and glides 
towards the churchyard, tracing through every winding the 
route of the future funeral, and pausing where the bier is to 
rest. This and other opinions, relating to the " tomb-fires' 
liirid gleam,** seem to be of Runic extraction. Scott. 

87. The deep holes, scooped in the rock by the eddies of a 
riyer, are called poU; the motion of the water having there* 



EARL RIGHA.UD. 

A green tmf tyed across his breitsl, 
To keep that gude lord down. 

Then up aad spake the King himsell, 
When he saw the deadly wound — 

" wha has slain my right-hand man, 
That held my hawk and hound ? " — 

Then up and epake the popinjay, 
Saya — " What needs a' this din ? 

It was his light leman took his life, 
And hided him in the linn." . 

She swore her by the grass sae grene, 

Sae did she by the com. 
She hadna seen him, Erl Richard, 

Since Moninday at morn. 

" Put na the wite on me," she said, 
" It was my may Catherine : " 

Then they hae cut bfuth fern and thorn, 
To bum that maiden in. 

adna take upon her cheik, 
or yet upon her chin ; 
yet upon her yellow hair, 
o cleanse the deadly ain. 



EARL RICHARD. ^ 

The maiden touch'd the clay-cauld corpse, 

A drap it never bled ; 
The ladye laid her hand on him, 

And soon the ground was red. 

Out they hae ta'en her, may Catherine, iii 

And put her mistress in ; 
The flame tuik fast upon her cheik, 

Tuik fast upon her chin ; 
Tuik fast upon her faire body — 

She bum'd like hollin-green. 120 

120. The lines immediately preceding, " The maiden 
touched," &c., and which are restored from tradition, refer 
to a superstition formerly received in most parts of Europe, 
and even resorted to by judicial authority, for the discovery 
of murder. In Germany, this experiment was called bahr- 
recht, or the law of the bier; because, the murdered body 
being stretched upon a bier, the suspected person was obliged 
to put one hand upon the wound and the other upon the 
mouth of the deceased, and, in that posture, call upon heaven 
to attest his innocence. If, during this ceremony, the blood 
gushed from the mouth, nose, or wound, a circumstance not 
unlikely to happen in the course of shifting or stirring the 
body, it was held sufficient evidence of the guilt of the party. 

SOOTT. 



EARL RICHARD. 

ED from recitation bj Motherwell, and printeJ 
in his MinttreUy, p. 218. 

.BL Richard is a hunting gone, 
Aa fast as he could ride ; 
B bunting-bom hung about his neck, 
And a small sword by his side. 

hen be came to my lady's gate, • 

He tirled at the pin ; 
id wha nas sae ready as the lady hersell 
To open and let him in ? 

) lighl, light, Earl Richard," she says, 
■' light and alay a' night ; lo 

la shall have cheer wi' charcoal clear, 
And candles burning bright," 



EABL RICHARD. 11 

" 1 will not light, I cannot light, 

I cannot light at all ; 
A fairer lady than ten of thee i* 

Is waiting at Richard's-wall." 

He stooped from his milk-white steed, 

To kiss her rosy cheek ; 
She had a penknife in her hand, 

And wounded him so deep. 20 

" O lie ye there. Earl Richard," she says, 
" O lie ye there till mom ; 
A fairer lady than ten of me 

Will think lang of your coming home." 

She called her servants ane by ane, 25 

She called them twa by twa : 
" I lAve got a dead man in my bower, 

I wish he were awa." 

The ane has ta'en him by the hand, 

And the other by the feet ; so 

And they Ve thrown him in a deep draw well, 
Full Mty fathoms deep. 

Then up bespake a little bird. 

That sat upon a tree : 
" Gae hame, gae hame, ye fause lady, 85 

And pay your maids their fee." 



EARL RICHARD. 

" Come dowa, come down, my pretlj bird, 
That aits upon the tree ; 
ve a cage of beaten gold, 
II gie it unto thee." < 

le hame, gae hame, ye fauae lady, 
nd pay your maids their fee ; 
'6 have done to Earl Richard, 
te wud ye do to me." 

I had an arrow in my hand, 
nd a bow bent on a string ; 
shoot a dart at thy proud heart, 
mong the leaves sae green." 



YOUNG REDIN. 

" From the recitation of Miss E. Beattie, of Edin- 
burgh, a native of Meamsshire, who sings it to a 
plaintive, though somewhat monotonous air of one 
measure." — Kinloch, Ancient Scottish Ballads^ p. 1. 

Young Redin's til the huntin gane, 

Wi' therty lords and three ; 
And he has til his true-love gane, 

As fast as he could hie. 

" Ye *re welcome here, my young Redin, 5 

For coal and candle licht ; 
And sae are ye, my young Redin, 

To bide wi' me the nicht." 

" I thank ye for your licht, ladie, 

Sae do I for your coal ; 10 

But there 's thrice as fair a ladie as thee 
Meets me at Brandie's well.'* 



Whan Ihey were at their supper set, 

And merrily drinking wine, 
This ladie has tane a sair sickness, i* 

And til her bed has gone. 

ling Redin be has followed her, 
iad a dowie man was he ; 
fiind his true-love in her bouer, 
Ind the tear wae iu her ee. sa 

lan he was in her arms laid, 
^nd gieiug her kisses sweet, 
;n out she's tane a little penknife, 
^d wounded him sae deep. 

> laug, lang, is the winter nicht. ss 

\jid slawly daws the day ; 

ere is a elain knicht in my bouer, 

\nd I widh he war away." 

en up bespak her bouer-woman, 
ind she spak ae wi' spite : — » 

ax there be a slain knicht in your bouer, 
[t's youiael that has the wj^." 

} heal this deed on me, Meggy, 

D heal this deed on me ; 

e silks that war shapen for me gen Pasche, 

rhey sail be sewed for thee," m 



YOUNG REDIK. 15 

* I hae heal'd on my mistress 

A twalmonth and a day, 
And I hae heaFd on my mistress, 

Mair than I can say/* ^ 

They Ve booted him, and they Ve spurred him, 

As he was wont to ride : — 
A huntin horn round his neck, 

And a sharp sword by his side ; 
In the deepest place o' Clyde's water, 45 

It's there they Ve n^tde his bed. 

Sine up bespak the wylie parrot, 

As he sat on the tree, — 
'* And hae ye kill'd him young Redin, 

Wha ne'er had love but thee ! " » 

" Come doun, come doun, ye wylie parrot, 

Come doun into my haj^ ; 
Your cage sail be o' the beaten gowd. 

When now it's but the wand." 

^^ I winna come doun, I canna come doun, » 

I winna come doun to thee ; 
For as ye 've dune to young Redin, 

Ye'll do the like to me } 
Ye'll thraw my head aff my hause-bane, 

And throw me in the sea." 60 



16 YOUNG REDIN. 

O there cam seekin young Kedin, 

Monie a lord and knicht ; 
And there cam seekin young Kedin, 

Monie a ladie bricht 

And they hae til his true-love gane, «5 

Thinking he was wi' her ; 

« » « « « « « 



" I hae na seen him, young Redin, 

Sin yesterday at noon ; ro 

He tum'd his stately steed about, 
And hied him through the toun. 

" But ye'll seek Clyde's water up and doun, 

Ye*U seek it out and in — 
I hae na seen him, ypung i^edin, 75 

Sin yesterday at noon.' 



» 



Then up bespak young Redin's mither, 
And a dowie woman was scho ; — 

" There's na a place in a Clyde's water, 
But my son wad gae through." «o 

They've sought Clyde's water up and doun, 

They've sought it out and in. 
And the deepest place o' Clyde's water 

They fund young Redin in. 



YOUNG REDIN. 17 

white, white, war his wounds washen, ss 
As white as a linen clout ; 

But as the traitor she cam near, 
His wounds they gushed out ! 

" It's surely been my bouer-woman, 

O ill may her betide ; 90 

1 ne'er wad slain him young Redin, 
And thrown him in the Clyde." 

Then they've made a big bane-fire, 

The bouer-woman to brin ; 
It tuke na on her cheek, her cheek, 95 

It tuke na on her chin. 
But it tuke on the cruel hands 

That put young Redin in. 

Then they've tane out the bouer-wdman. 
And put the ladie in : ' 100 

It tuke na on he^ cheek, her cheek. 
It tuke na on her chin. 

But it tuke on the fause, fause arms, 
That young Redin lay in. 



VOL. in. 



LORD WILLIAM. 
mutreltg of the ScoUitk Border, iii. 28. 

This ballad was communicated to Sir Walter Scott 
by Mr. James Hogg, accompanied with the following 
note: — 

" I am ftiUy convinced of the antiquity of this song ; 
for, although much of the language seems somewhat 
modernized, this must be attributed to its currency, 
being much liked, and very much sung in this neigh- 
bourhood. I can trace it back several generations, but 
cannot hear of its ever having been in print I have 
never heard it with any considerable variation, save 
that one reciter called the dwelling of the feigned 
sweet-heart, Castleswa." 

Lord William was the bravest knight 

That dwelt in fair Scotland, 
And though renown'd in France and Spain, 

Fell by a ladie's band. 

As she was walking maid alone, 

Down by yon shady wood. 
She heard a smit o' bridle reins, 

She wish'd might be for good. 



LOKD WILLIAM. 19 

" Come to my arms, my dear Willie, 

You're welcome hame to me ; lo 

To best o' cheer and charcoal red, 
And candle burning free." — 

" I winna light, I darena light, 

Nor come to your arms at a' ; 
A fairer maid than ten o' you 15 

ril meet at Castle-law."— 

" A fairer maid than me, Willie ! 

A fairer maid than me ! 
A fairer maid than ten o' me 

Your eyes did never see." — 20 

He louted ower his saddle lap. 

To kiss her ere they part, 
And wi' a little keen bodkin. 

She pierced him to the heart. 

" Ride on, ride on. Lord William now, «« 

As fast as ye can dree ! 
Your bonny lass at Castle-law 

Will weary you to see." — 



11. Charcoal red. This circtunstance marks the antiquity 
of the poem. While wood was plenty in Scotland, charcoal 
was the usnal fuel in the chambers of the wealthy. Soott. 



20 LORD WILLIAM. 

Out up then spake a bonny bird, 

Sat high upon a tree, — so 

" How could you kill that noble lord ? 
He came to marry thee." — 



" Come down, come down, my bonny bird, 

And eat bread aff my hand ! 
Your cage shall be of wiry goud, 

Whar now it's but the wand." — 



ii5 



" Keep ye your cage o* goud, lady, 

And I will keep my tree ; 
As ye hae done to Lord William, 

Sae wad ye do to me." — 40 

She set her foot on her door step, 

A bonny marble stane. 
And carried him to her chamber. 

O'er hiin to make her mane. 

And she has kept that good lord's corpse 45 

Three quarters of a year, 
Until that word began to spread ; 

Then she began to fear. 

Then she cried on her waiting nudd. 

Aye ready at her ca' ; 5c 

" There is a knight into my bower, 
'Tis time he were awa." — 



LORD WILLIAM. 21 

The ane has ta'en him by the head, 

The ither by the feet, 
And thrown hun in the wan water, 55 

That ran baith wide and deep. 

" Look back, look back, now, lady fair, 

On him that lo'ed ye weel ! 
A better man than that blue corpse 

Ne'er drew a sword of steel." — eo 



PRENCE ROBERT 

Was first published in tlie Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border, iii. 269, and was obtained from the recitation 
of Miss Christian Rutherford. Another copy, also 
from recitation, is subjoined. 

Prince Robert has wedded a gay ladye, 
He has wedded her with a ring : 

Prince Robert has wedded a gay ladye, 
But he dama bring her hame. 

" Your blessing, your blessing, my mother dear ! 

Tour blessing now grant to me ! " — « 

" Instead of a blessing ye sail have my curse, 

And you'll get nae blessing frae me." — 

4 

She has call'd upon her waiting-maid, 
To fill a glass of wine ; i<> 

She has call'd upon her fause steward, 
To put rank poison in. 



PRINCE ROBERT. 23 

She has put it to her roudes lip, 

And to her roudes chin ; 
She has put it to her fause, fause mouth, u 

But the never a drap gaed in. 

He has put it to his bonny mouth, 

And to his boBny chin, 
He's put it to his cherry lip. 

And sae fast the rank poison ran in. ^ 

" O ye hae poison'd your ae son, mother, 

Tour ae son and your heir ; 
O ye hae poison'd your ae son, mother. 

And sens you'll never hae mair. 

" O where wiU I get a little boy, 2« 

That will win hose and shoon. 
To rin sae fast to Darlinton, 

And bid fair Eleanor come ? " — 

Then up and spake a little boy. 

That wad win hose and shoon, — so 

" O I'll away to Darlinton, 

And bid fair Eleanor come." — 

O he has run to Darlinton, 

And tirled at the pin ; ^ 

And wha was sae ready as Eleanor's sell % 
To let the bonny boy in. 



24 PRINCE ROBERT. 

" Your gude-mother has made ye a rare dinour, 
She's made it baith gude and fine ; 

Your gude-mother has made ye a gay dinour, 
And ye maun cum till her and dine." — 40 

It's twenty lang miles to Sillertoun town, 
The langest that ever wem gane : 

But the steed it was wight, and the ladye was 
Ught, 
And she cam linkin' in. 

« 

But when she came to Sillertoun town, « 

And into Sillertoun ha*. 
The torches were burning, the kdies were 
mourning. 

And they were weeping a*. 

" O where is now my wedded lord. 

And where now can he be ? w 

O where is now my wedded lord ? 
For him I canna see.*' — 

" Your wedded lord is dead," she says, 
" And just gane to be laid in the clay : 

Your wedded lord is dead," she says, « 

" And just gane to be buried the day. 

" Ye'se get nane o* his gowd, ye'se get nane o' 
his gear. 



/' PRINCE ROBERT. 25 

Ye'se get nae thing fiae me ; 
Ye'se no get an inch o' his gude braid land, 
Though your heart suld burst in three." — eo 

" I want nane o' his gowd, I want nane o' his gear, 
I want nae land frae thee : , 

But ril hae the rings that's on his finger, 
For them he did promise to me." — 

" Ye'se no get the rings that's on his finger, « 

Ye'se no get them frae me ; 
Ye'se no get the rings that's on his finger. 

An your heart suld burst in three." — 

She's tum'd her back unto the wa'. 

And her face unto a rock ; to 

And there, before the mother's face, 

Her very heart it broke. 

* 

The tane was buried in Marie's kirk, 

The tother in Marie's quair ; 
And put o' the tane there sprang a birk, 75 

And out o' the tother a brier. 

And thae twa met, and thae twa j)lat. 

The birk but and the brier ; 
And by that ye may very weel ken 

They*were twa lovers dear. » 



EARL ROBERT. 

" Given," says Motherwell, " from the recitation of 
an old woman, a native of Bonhill, in Dumbarton- 
shire ; and it is one of the earliest songs she remem- 
bers of having heard chanted on the classic banks of 
the Water of Leaven.** — Minstrelsy^ p. 200. 

Another copy is noted by the same editor as con- 
taining the following stanzas : — 

Lord Eobert and Mary Florence, 

They wer twa chOdren ying; 
They were scarce seven years of age 

Till luve began to spring. 
Lord Bobert loved Mary Florence, 

And she lov'd him above power; 
But he dnrst not for his cruel mither 

Bring her intill his bower. 

It's fifty miles to Sittingen's rocks, 

As ever was ridden or *gaiie ; 
And Earl Robert has wedded a wife, 

But he dare na bring her hame. 

And Earl Robert has wedded a wife, &c. 
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His mother, she call'd to her waitrng-maid : 5 

" O bring me a pint of wine, 
For I dinna weel ken what hour of this day 

That mj son Earl Robert shall dine." 

She's put it to her fause, fause cheek, 

But an* her fause, fause chin ; 10 

She's put it to her fause, fause lips ; 
But never a drap went in. 

But he's put it to his bonny cheek, 

Aye and his bonny chin ; 
He's put it to his red rosy hps, u 

And the poison went merrily down. 

" O where will I get a bonny boy, 

That will win hose and shoon, — 
That will gang quickly to Sittingen's rocks. 

And bid my lady come ? " '20 

It's out then speaks a bonny boy. 
To Earl Robert was something akin : 

*' Many a time have I run thy errand, 
But this day with the tears I'll rin." 

O when he cam to Sittingen's rocks, 

To the middle of a' the ha'. 
There T^ere bells a ringing, and music playing, 

And ladies dancing a'. 
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" What news, what news, my bonny boy. 
What news have ye to me ? ao 

Is Earl Robert in very good health. 
And the ladies of your countrie ? " 

" O Earl Robert's in very good health. 

And as weel as a man can be ; 
But his mother this night has. a drink to be 
druken, 35 

And at it you must be." 

She called to her waiting-maid, 

To bring her a riding weed ; 
And she called to her stable groom. 

To saddle her milk-white steed. « 

But when she came to Earl Robert's bouir. 

To the middle of a' the ha*. 
There were bells a ringing and sheets down 
hinging, 

And ladies muming a'. 

" I've come for none of his gold," she said, « 

" Nor none of his white monie ; 
Excepting a ring of his smallest finger. 

If that you will grant me." 

" Thou'll no get none of his gold," she said, 
" Nor none of his white monie ; 
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Thou'U no get a ring of his smallest finger, 
Tho' thy heart should break in three." 

She set her foot unto a stone, 

Her back unto a tree ; 
She set her foot unto a stone, » 

And her heart did break in three ! 

The one was buried in Mary's kirk. 

The other in Mary's quier ; 
Out of the one there grew a bush. 

From the other a bonnie brier. eo 

And thir twa grew, and thir twa threw. 

Till this twa craps drew near ; 
So all the world may plainly see 

That they loy'd each other dear. 



THE WEARY COBLE O' CARGILL. 

From Motherweir? Minsirelsyj p. 230. 

^^ This local ballad, which commemorates some real 
event, is given from the recitation of an old woman, 
residing in the neighbourhood of Cambus Michael, 
Perthshire. It possesses the elements of good poetry, 
and, had it fallen into the hands of those who make no 
scruple of interpolating and corrupting the text of oral 
song, it might have been made, with little trouble, a 
very interesting and pathetic composition. 

" Kercock and Balathy are two small villages on the 
banks of the Tay ; the latter is nearly opposite Stobhall. 
According to tradition, the ill-fated hero of the ballad 
had a leman in each of these places ; and it was on 
the occaaon of his paying a visit to his Kercock love, 
that the jealous dame in Balathy Toun, from a revenge- 
ful feeling, scuttled the boat in which he was to recross 
the Tay to Stobhall." Motherwell. 

David Drummond's destinie, 

Gude man o' appearance o' Cargill ; 

I wat his blude rins in the flude, 
Sae sair against his parents' wiU. 
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She was the lass o' Balathy toun, « 

And he the butler o' Stobhall ; 
And monj a time she wauked late, 

To bore the coble o' CargiU. 



10 



His bed was made in Kercock ha', 
Of gude clean sheets and of ^e hay ; 

He wudna rest ae nicht therein, 

But on the prude waters he wud gae. 



His bed was made in Balathy toun, 
Of the clean sheets and of the strae ; 

But I wat it was far better made, u 

Into the bottom o* bonnie Tay. 

She bored the coble in seven pairts, 
I wat her heart might hae been sae sair ; 

For there she got the bonnie lad lost, 
Wr the curly locks and the yellow hair. 20 

He put his foot into the boat. 

He little thocht o' ony iU : 
But before that he was mid waters, 

The weary coble began to fill. 



" Woe be to the lass 0' Balathy toun, 
I wat an ill death may she die ; 

For she bored the coble in seven pairts. 
And let the waters perish me ! 



•25 
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" O help, O help I can get nane, 

Nae help o' man can to me come I " » 

This was about his dying words, 

"When he was choaked up to the chin. 

" Gae tell my father and my mother, 

It was naebody did me this ill ; 
I was a-going my ain errands, ss 

Lost at the coble o' bonnie Cargill." 

She bored the boat in seven pairts, 
I wat she bored it wi' gude will ; 

And there they got the bonnie lad's corpse, 
In the kirk-shot o' bonnie Cargill. « 

O a' the keys o' bonnie Stobha', 

I wat they at his belt did hing ; 
But a' the keys of bonnie Stobha', 

They now ly low into the stream. 

A braver page into his age 45 

Ne'er set a foot upon the plain ; 
His father to his mother said, 

" O sae sune as we've wanted him ! 

" I wat they had mair luve than this, 

When they were young and at the scule ; so 

But for his sake she wauked late. 

And bored the coble o' bonnie Cargill. 
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" There's ne*er a clean sark gae on my back, 

Nor yet a kame gae in my hair ; 
There's neither coal nor candle licht « 

Shall «hine in my bouer for ever mair. 

" At kirk nor market I'se ne'er be at, 
Nor yet a blythe blink in my ee ; 

There's ne'er a ane shall say to anither. 

That's the lassie gar'd the young man die." «> 

Between the yetts o' bonnie Stobha', 
And the kirkstyle o' bonnie Cargill, 

There is mony a man and mother's son 
That was at my luve's burial. 
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OLD ROBIN OF PORTINGALE. 

Percy's JUUques of JEngtish Poetry, iii. 88. 

" From an ancient copy in the Editor's folio MS., 
whioh was judged to require considerable corrections. 

" In the former edition the hero of this piece had 
been called Sir Robin, but that title not being in the 
MS. is now omitted. 

" Giles, steward to a rich old merchant trading to 
Portugal, is qualified with the title of Sir, not as being 
a knight, but rather, I conceive, as Jiaving received an 
inferior order of priesthood." Percy. 

Let never again see old a man 

Manye see yonge a wife, 
As did old Robin of Portingale ; 

Who may rue all the dayes of his life. 

For the mayors daughter of Lin, Grod wott 

He chose her to his wife. 
And thought with her to have lived in love 

But they fell to hate and strife. 



OLD ROBIN OP PORTINGALE. 35 

They scarce were in their wed-bed laid, 

And scarce was hee asleepe, lo 

But upp shee rose, and forth shee goes, 
To the steward, and gan to weepe. 

" Sleepe you, wake you, faire Sir Gyles ? 

Or be you not within ? 
Sleepe you, wake you, faire Sir Gyles, m 

Arise and let me inn." 

" O I am waking, sweete," he said, 
" Sweete ladye, what is your will ? " 

" I have onbethought me of a wile 

How my wed lord weel spill. 20 

" Twenty-four good knights," shee sayes, 

" That dwell about this towne, 
Even twenty-four of my next cozens 

Will helpe to dinge him downe." 

All that beheard his litle footepage, as 

As he watered his masters steed ; 

And for 'his masters sad perille 
His verry heart did bleed. 

He mourned, sighed and wept full sore ; 

I sweare by the holy roode, so 

19, unbethonght. 
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The teares he for his master wept 
Were blent water and blonde. 

And that beheard his deare master 

As he stood at his garden pale : 
Sayes, " Ever alacke, my litle foot-page, as 

What causes thee to wail ? 

" Hath any one done to thee wronge, 

Any of thy fellowes here ? 
Or is any of thy good friends dead, 

That thou shedst manye a teare ? 4o 

" Or, if it be my head bookes-man, 

Aggrieved he shal bee : 
For no man here within my howse 

Shall doe wrong unto thee.** 

" O it is not your head bookes-man^ a 

Nor none of his degree : 
But, on to-morrow ere it be noone 

All deemed to die are yee : 
" And of that bethank your head steward, 

And thank your gay ladye." ^J 

" If this be true, my litle foot-page, 
The heyre of my land thoust bee :" 

MS. 82, blend. 47, or to-morrow. 
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" If it be not true, my d^ar master, 

No good death let me die : " 
" If it be not true, thou litle foot-page, w 

A dead corse shalt thou bee. 

" O call now downe my faire ladye, 

O call her downe to mee ; 
And tell my ladye gay how sicke, 

And like to die I bee." «> 

Downe then came his ladye faire, 

All clad in purple and pall : 
The rings that were on her fingers, 

Cast light thorrow the halL 

** What is your will, my own wed-lord ? ^ 

What is your will ¥nith mee ? " 
" O see, my ladye deere, how sicke, 

And like to die I bee." 

" And thou be sicke, my own wed-lord, 

Soe sore it grieveth me : to 

But my five maydens and myselfe 
Will make the bedde for thee. 

" And at the waking of your first sleepe. 

We will a hott drinke make ; 
And at the waking of your next sleepe, ^^ 

Your sorrowes we will slake." . 

MS. 76, first 
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He put a silk cote on his backe, 

And mail of manye a fold ; 
And hee putt a Steele cap on his head, 

Was gilt with good red gold. so 

He layd a bright browne sword by his side. 

And another att his feete : 
[And twentye good knights he placed at hand. 

To watch him in his sleepe.] 

And about the middle time of the night, « 

Came twentye-four traitours inn ; 

Sir Giles he was the foremost man. 
The leader of that ginn. 

Old Robin with his bright browne sword, 
Sir Gyles head soon did winn ; so 

And scant of all those twenty-four 
Went out one quick agenh. 

None save only a litle foot-page. 
Crept forth at a window of stone ; 

And he had two armes when he came in, 93 
And he went back with one. 

Upp then came that ladie gaye, 

With torches burning bright ; 
She thought to have brought Sir Gyles a 
drinke. 

Butt she found her owne wedd knight. 100 
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The first thinge that she stumbled on 

It was Sir Gyles his foote ; 
Sayes, " Ever alacke, and woe is mee t ^ 

Here lyes my sweete hart-roote." 

The next thinge that she stumbled on 105 

It was Sir Gyles his heade ; 
Sayes, ** Ever alacke, and woe is me 1 

Heere lyes my true love deade." 

Hee cutt the pappes beside her brest, 

And didd her body spille ; uo 

He cutt the eares beside her heade, 
And bade her love her fille. 

He called up then up his litle foot-page, 

And made him there his heyre ; 
And sayd, " Henceforth my worldlye goodes, 115 

And countrie I forsweare." 

He shope the crosse on his right shoulder, 
Of the white clothe and the redde, 

And went him into the holy land, 

Wheras Christ was quicke and dead. 120 

117. Every person who went on a Croisade to the Holy 
Land usually wore a cross on his upper garment, on the right 
shoulder, as a badge of his profession. Different nations 
were distinguished by crosses of diflferent colors: the English 
wore white, the French red, &c. This circumstance seems- 
lO be confounded in the ballad. PsRcrr. 

MS. 118, fleshe. 



PAUSE FOODRAGE. 

First published iu Mimtreky of the Scottish Border, iii. 220. 

" This ballad has been popular iu many parts of 
Scotland. It is chiefly given from Mrs. Brown of 
Falkland's MSS. The expression, 

" The boy stared wild like a gray goss-hawk," v. 31, 

strongly resembles that in Hardyknute, 

" Norse e^en like gray ^ss-hawk stared wild; '' 

a circumstance which led the Editor to make the 
strictest inquiry into the authenticity of the song. But 
every doubt was removed by the evidence of a lady 
of high rank, who not only recollected the ballad, as 
having amused her infancy, but could repeat many of' 
the verses, particularly those beautiful stanzas from the 
20th to the 25th. The Editor is, therefore, compelled 
to believe, that the author of Hardyknute copied the 
old ballad, if the coincidence be not altogether acci- 
dental." Scott. 

King Easter has courted her for her lands, 

King Wester for her fee, 
King Honour for her comely face, 

And for her fair bodie. 
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They had not been four months married, s 

As I have heard them tell, 
Until the nobles of the land 

Against them did rebeL 

And they cast kevik them amang, 

And kevils them between ; lo 

And they cast keyils them amang, 
Wha suld gae kill the king. 

O some said yea, and some said nay, 

Their words did not agree ; 
Till up and got him, Fause Foodrage, 15 

And swore it suld be he. 

When bells were rung, and mass was sung, 

And a' men bound to bed. 
King Honour and his gay ladye 

In a high chamber were laid. 2a 

Then up and raise him, Fause Foodrage, 

When a' were fast asleep, 
And slew the 'porter in his lodge. 

That watch and ward did keep. 

O four and twenty silver keys 25 

Hang hie upon a pin ; 
And aye as ae dopr he did unlock. 

He has fastened it him behind. 
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Then up and raise him, King Honour, 
Says — " What means a' this din ? ao 

Or what^s the matter, Fause Foodrage, 
Or wha has loot you in ? ** — 

" O ye my errand weel sail learn, 

Before that I depart." — 
Then drew a knife, haith lang and sharp, as 

And pierced him to the heart. 

Then up and got the Queen hersell, 
And fell low down on her knee, 

" O spare my life, now, Fause Foodrage ! 
For I never injured thee. 40 

" O spare my life, now, Fause Foodrage ! 

Until I lighter be ! 
And see gin it be lad or lass. 

King Honour has left me wi'.'* — 

" O gin it be a lass," he says, 45 

'* Weel nursed it sail be ; 
But gin it be a lad bairn. 

He sail be hanged hie. 

" I winna spare for his tender age, 

Nor yet for his hie, hie kin ; » 

But soon as e'er he bom is, 

He sail mount the gallows pin." — 
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O four-and-twenty valiant knights 

Were set the Queen to guard ; 
And four stood aye at her hour door, 55 

To keep both watch and ward. 



But when the time drew near an end, 

That she suld lighter be, 
She cast about to find a wile, 

To set her body free. 



60 



O she has birled these merry young men 

With the ale but and the wine. 
Until they were a' deadly drunk 

As any wild-wood swine. 

" O narrow, narrow is this window, ss 

And big, big am I grown ! "— 
Yet through the might of Our Ladye, 

Out at it she is gone. 

She wander'd up, she wander'd down. 

She wander'd out and in ; to 

And, at last, into the very swine's stythe, 
The Queen brought forth a son. 

Then they cast kevils them amang. 
Which suld gae seek the Queen ; 

And the kevil fell upon Wise William, rs 
And he sent his wife for him. 
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O when she saw Wise William's wife, 

The Queen fell on her knee : 
" Win up, win up, madam ! " she says : 

*' What needs this courtesie ? " — so 

" O out o' this I winna rise, 

Till a boon ye grant to me ; 
To change your lass for this lad bairn. 

King Honour left me wi*. 

" And ye maun learn my gay goss-hawk ss 

Right weel to breast a steed ; 
And I sail learn your turtle dow 

As weel to write and read. 

" And ye maun learn my gay goss-hawk 
To wield both bow and brand ; so 

And I sail learn your turtle dow 
To lay gowd wi' her hand. 

" At kirk and market when we meet, 

Well dare make nae avowe, 
But — * Dame, how does my gay goss-hawk ? ' 

' Madame, how does my dow ?'" »5 

When days were gane, and years came on, 
Wise William he thought lang ; 

And he has ta'en King Honour's son 

A-hunting for to gang. loo 
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It sae fell out, at this hunting. 

Upon a simmer's day, 
That they came by a bonny castell, 

Stood on a sunny brae. 

" O dinna ye see that bonny castell, 105 

Wi' halls and towers sae fair ? 
Gin ilka man had back his ^an, 

Of it you suld be heir." 

" How I suld be heir of that castell, 

In sooth, I canna see ; no 

For it belangs to Fause Foodrage, 
And he is na kin to me." — 

" O gin ye suld kill him, Fause Foodrage, 
You would do but what was right ; 

For I wot he kill'd your father dear, ns 

Or ever ye saw the light. 

" And gin ye suld kill him, Fause Foodrage, 
There is no man durst you blame ; 

For he keeps your mother a prisoner. 

And she dama take ye hame." — lan 

The boy stared wild like a gray goss-hawk. 
Says, — ^" What may a' this mean ? " 

" My boy, ye are King Honour's son, 
And your mother's our lawful queen." 
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" O gin I be King Honour's son, isb 

By our Ladye I swear, 
This night I will that traitor slay, 

AndTelieve my mother dear ! " — 

He has set his bent bow to his breast, 

And leaped the castell wa' ; lao 

And soon he has seized on Fause Foodrage, 
Wha loud for help 'gan ca'. 

" O hand your tongue, now, Fause Foodrage, 

Frae me ye shanna flee ;" — 
Syne pierced him through the fause, fause 
heart, iss 

And set his mother free. 

And he has rewarded Wise William 

Wi' the best half o' his land ; 
And sae has he the turtle dow 

Wi* the truth o' his right hand. mo 



BONNIE ANNIE. 
From Kinloch*s Ancient Scottish Ballads^ p. 123. 

" There is a prevalent belief among seafaring people, 
that if a person who has committed any heinous crime 
be on ship-board, the vessel, as if conscious of its guilty 
burden, becomes unmanageable, and wiU not sail till 
the offender be removed : to discover whom, they 
usually resort to the trial of those on board, by casting 
lots; and the individual upon whom the lot falls, is 
declared the criminal, it being believed that Divine 
Providence interposes in this manner to point out the 
guilty person." — ^Kinloch. 

Motherwell is inclined to think this an Irish ballad, 
though popular in Scotland. 

With Bonnie Annie may be compared Herr Peders 
Sforesay Sir Peter's Voyage^ Svenska Folk-Visor^ ii. 31, 
translated in Literature and Romance of Northern 
Europe^ 276. 

There was a rich lord, and he lived in Forfar, 
He had a fair lady; and one only dochter. 
O she was fair, O dear ! she was bonnie, 
A ship's captain courted her to be his honey. 
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There cam a ship's captain out owre the sea 
sailing, s 

He courted this young thing till he got her wi' 
bairn : — 

" Ye*ll steal your father's gowd, and your mother's 
money, 

And I'll mak ye a lady in Ireland bonnie." 

She's stown her father's gowd and her mother's 
money, s 

But she was never a lady in Ireland bonnie. lo 

« « « « 

" There's fey fowk in our ship, she winna sail for 

me. 
There's fey fowk in our ship, she winna sail for 

me; 
They've casten black bullets twice six and forty. 
And ae the black bullet fell on bonnie Annie. 

" Ye'll tak me in your arms twa, lo, lift me cannie, w 
Throw me out owre board, your ain dear Annie." 
He has tane her in lus arms twa, lo, lifted her 

cannie, 
He has laid her on a bed of down, his ain dear 

Annie. 

" What can a woman do, love, I'll do for ye ; " 
" Muckle can a woman do, ye canna do for me. — 
Lay about, steer about, lay our ship cannie, 21 
Do all you can to save my dear Annie." 
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" I've laid about, steer'd about, laid about cannie, 
But all I can do, she winna sail for me. 
Yell tak her in your arms twa, lo, lift her cannie, 25 
And throw her out owre board, your ain dear 
Annie." 

He has tane her in his arms twa, lo, lifted her 

cannie, 
He has thrown her out owre board, his ain dear 

Annie : 
As the ship sailed, bonnie Annie she swam, 
And she was at Ireland as soon as them. so 

They made his love a coffin of the gowd sae yellow, 
And they buried her deep on the high banks of 
Yarrow. 



82. The last two lines are derived from Motherwell, p. xcix. 
The text in Einloch is corrupt, and stands thus : — 

He made his love a cofBn oflf the Goats of Yerrow. 
And buried his bonnie love doun in a sea valley. 
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WILLIAM GUISEMAN. 

From Kinloch's Ancient Scottish BaUadSj p. 156. 

"My name is William Guiseman, 

In London I do dwell ; 
I have committed murder, 

And that is known right well ; 
I have conunitted murder, a 

And that is known right well. 
And it*s for mine offence I must die. 

" I lov'd a neighbour's dochter, 

And with her I did lie ; 
I did dissemble with her lo 

Myself to satisfy ; 
I did dissemble with her 

Myself to satisfy. 
And it's for mine offence I must die. 

" Sae cunningly's I kept her, is 

Until the fields war toom ; 
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Sae cunningly's I trysted her 
Unto yon shade o' broom ; 
And syne I took my wills o' her, 

And then I flang her domi, 20 

And it's for mine offence i must die. 

" Sae cunningly's I killed her, 
Who should have been my wife ; 

Sae cursedly's I killed h^r. 

And with my cursed knife ; 2s 

Sae cursedly's I killed her, 
Who should have been my wife, 
And it's for mine offence I must die. 

" Six days- she lay in murder. 

Before that she was found ; » 

Six days she lay in murder. 

Upon the cursed ground ; 
Six days she lay in murder, 

Before that she was found, 
And it's for mine offence I must die. ss 

" O all the neighbours round about, 

They said it had been I ; 
I put my foot on gude shipboard, 

The county to defy ; 
The ship she wadna sail again, <o 

But hoisted to and fro. 
And it's for mine offence I must die. 
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" up bespak the skipper-boy, 

I wat he spak too high ; 
' There's sinful men amongst us, 45 

The seas will not obey ; ' 
O up besjAJs: the skipper-boy, 

I wat he spak too high, 
And it's for mine offence I must die. 

" O we cuist cavels us amang, so 

The cavel fell on me ; 
O we cuist cavels us amang. 

The cavel fell on me ; 
O we cuist cavels us amang, 

The cavel fell on me, «5 

And it's for mine offence I must die. 

" I had a loving mother 

Who of me took gret care ; 
She wad hae gien the gold sae red, 

To have bought me from that snare ; eo 
But the gold could not be granted. 

The gallows pays a share. 
And it's for mine offence I must die." 






THE ENCHANTED RING. 

A fragment of this ballad was pubKshed by Jamieson, 
(Popular Ballads, i. 187,) under tbe tide of Bonny 
Bee-Ho'm. Buchan's collection, as usujJ, has the story 
complete : Ballads of the North of Scotland,, i. 169. 

In Lauderdale I chanc'd to walk, 

And heard a lady's moan. 
Lamenting for her dearest dear, 

And aye she cried, ohon ! 

" Sure never a nudd that e'er drew breath » 

Had harder fate than me ; 
I'd never a lad but one on earth, 

They forc'd him to the sea, 

" The ale shall ne'er be brewin o' malt, 
Neither by sea nor land, w 

That ever mair shall cross my hause, 
Till my love comes to hand. 
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A handsome lad wi' shoulders broad, 

Gold yellow was his hair ; 
None of our Scottish youths on earth w 

That with hun could compare. 

She thought her love was gone to sea, 

And landed in Bahome ; 
But he was in a quiet chamber, 

Hearing his lady's moan. ao 

" Why make ye all this moan, lady ? 

Why make ye all this moan ? 
For I'm deep sworn on a book, 

I must go to Bahome. 

" Traitors false for to subdue, 25 

O'er seas I'll make me boun'. 
That have trepan'd our kind Scotchmen, 

Like dogs to ding them down." 

" Weell, take this ring, this royal thing, 
Whose virtue is unknown ; so 

As ling's this ring's your body on. 
Your blood shall ne'er be drawn. 

" But if this ring shall fade or stain. 

Or change to other hue. 
Come never mair to fair Scotland, 35 

If ye're a lover true." 
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Then this couple they did part 

With a sad heavy tnoan ; 
The wind wjis fair, the ship was rare, 

They landed in Bahome. 40 

But in that place they had not been 

A month but barely one. 
Till he look'd on his gay gold ring, 

And riven was the stone, 



45 



Time after this was not expir'd 
A month but scarcely three, 

Till black and ugly was the ring. 
And the stone was burst in three. 



** Fight on, fight on, you merry men all, 
With you m fight no more ; so 

I will gang to some holy place. 
Pray to the King of Glore." 

Then to the chapel he is gone. 

And knelt most piteouslie. 
For seven days and seven nights, 55 

Till blood ran frae his knee. 

" Yell take my jewels that's in Bahome, 
And deal them liberallie, 

48, they lookM. 48, And stone. 
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To young that cannot, and old that mannot, 
The blind that does not see. eo 

'^ Give maist to women in ohild-bed laid, 

Can neither fecht nor flee : 
I hope she's in the heavens high, 

That died for love of me/' 

The knights they wrang their white fingers, 65 

The ladies tore their hair ; 
The women that ne'er had children bom, 

In swoon they down fell there. 

But in what way the knight expired, 

No tongue will e'er declare ; to 

So this doth end my mournful song. 
From me ye'll get nae mair. 



THE THREE RAVENS. 

We give three varieties of this ancient ballad. The 
first is taken from Ritson's Ancient English Songs, ii. 
53. It is there reprinted from Kavenscro^s Melisinata, 
1611. 

There were three ravens sat on a tree, 
Downe, a dawne^ hay downe, hay downe^ 

There were three ravens sat on a tree, 
With a downe, 

There were three ratens sat on a tree, 

They were as blacke as they might be, 

With a dovme, derrie, derrie, derrie, dotoney 
downe. 

The one of them said to his mate, 

" Where shall we our breakefast take ? "— 

" Dbwne in yonder greene field, 

There lies a knight slain under his shield. 
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" His hounds they lie downe at his feete, 
So well they their master keepe. 

" His haukes they file so eagerly, 

There's no fowle dare him com nie." lo 

Downe there comes a fallow doe, 
As great with yong as she might goe. 

She lift up his bloudy hed, 

And kist his wounds that were so red. 

She got him up upon ber backe, ib 

And carried him to earthen lake. 

She buried him before the prime, 

She was dead herselfe ere even-song time. 

God send every gentleman, 

Such haukes, such houndes, and such a leman. 20 



THE TWA CORBIES. 

From Mmatrelsy of the Scottish Border, ii. 359. It 
was commumcated to Scott by Mr. Sharpe, as written 
dowii) from tradition, by a lady. 

As I was walking all alane, 

I heard twa corbies making a mane ; 

The tane unto the t'other say, 

" Where sail we gang and dine to-day ?" — 

" In behint yon auld fail dyke, • 

. I wot there lies a new-slain knight ; 
And naebody kens that he lies there, 
But his hawk, his hound, and lady fair. 

^' His hound is to the hunting gane. 

His hawk, to fetch the wild-fowl hame, lo 

His lady's ta'en another mate. 

So we may mak our dinner sweet. 



THE TWA GOBBIEB. 

" Yell Bil OQ hia white hause-bane, 
And m pick out his bonny blue een ; 
"W"),' ae lock o' hia gowden hair : 

t'll theek our nest when it grows bare. 

lony a one for him makes mane, 
t nane sail ken where he is gane : 
T his white banes, when they are bare, 
e wind sail blaw for e 



THE TWA CORBIES. 
From Motherwell's Mwetretiy., p. 7: a modernized version. 

There were twa corbies sat on a tree, 

Large and black as black might be, 

And one the other gan say, 

" Where shall we go and dine to-day ? 

Shall we go dine by the wild salt sea ? « 

Shall we go dine 'neath the greenwood tree ? " 

'^ Ajb I sat on the deep sea sand, 

I saw a fair ship nigh at land ; 

I waved my wings, I bent my beak, 

The ship sunk, and I heard a shriek : lo 

There they lie, one, two, and three, — 

I shall dine by the wild salt sea." 

" Come, I will show ye a sweeter sight, 

A lonesome glen and a new slain knight ; 

His blood yet on the grass is hot, is 

His sword half drawn, his shafts unshot, — 

And no one kens that he lies there. 

But his hawk, his hound, and his lady fair. 
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" His hound is to the hunting gane, 

His hawk to fetch the wild fowl hame, » 

His lady's away with another mate, 

80 we shall make our dinner sweet ; 

Our dinner's sure, our feasting free,— 

Come, and dine by the greenwood tree. 

" Ye shall sit on his white hause-baue, « 

I will pick out his bonny blue een ; 

Ye'll take a tress of his yellow hair. 

To theak yere nest when it grows bare ; 

The gowden down on his young chin 

Will do to sewe my young ones in. ao 

" O cauld and bare will his bed be, 

When winter storms sing in the tree ; 

At his head a turf, at his feet a stone. 

He will sleep, nor hear the maiden's moan ; 

O'er his white bones the birds shall fly, as 

The wild deer bound, and foxes cry." 



THE DGWIE DENS OF YARROW. 

Minttrehy of the Scottish Border^ iii. 148. 

^' This ballad, which is a yery great ^vourite among 
the inhabitants of Ettrick Forest, is uniyersally believed 
to be founded in hcL I found it easy to collect a va- 
riety of copies ; but very difficult indeed to select from 
them such a collated edition as might, in any degree, 
suit the taste of < these more light and giddy-paced 
times.' 

" Tradition places the event, recorded in the song, 
very early ; and it is probable that the ballad was com- 
posed soon afterwards, although the language has been 
gradually modernized, in the course of its transmission 
to us, through the inaccurate channel of oral tradition. 
The bard does not relate particulars, but barely the 
striking outlines of a &ct, apparently so well known 
when he wrote, as to render minute detail as unneces- 
sary as it is always tedious and unpoetical. 

" The hero of the ballad was a knight of great 
bravery, called Scott, who is said to have resided at 
Kirkhope, or. Oakwood Castle, and is, in tradition, 
termed the Baron of Oakwood. The estate of Kirk- 
hope belonged anciently to the Scotts of Harden: 
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Oakwood is still their property, and has been so from 
time immemorial. The Editor was, therefpre, led to 
suppose that the hero of the ballad might have been 
identified with John Scott, sixth son of the Laird of 
Harden, murdered in Ettrick Forest by his kinsmen, 
the Scotts of Gilmanscleugh. (See notes to Jamie 
TelferJ) This appeared the more probable, as the com- 
mon people always affirm that this young man was 
treacherously slain, and that, in evidence thereof, his 
body remained uncorrupted for many years ; so that 
even the roses on his shoes seemed as fresh as when he 
was first laid in the fiunily vault at Hassendean. But 
from a passage in Nbbef s Heraldry, he now believes 
the ballad refers to a duel fought at Deucharswyre, of 
which Annan's Treat is a part, betwixt John Scott oi 
Tushielaw and his brother-in-law, Walter Scott, third 
son of Robert of Thirlestane, in which the latter was 
slain. 

" In ploughing Annan's Treat, a huge monumental 
stone, with an inscription, was discovered ; but being 
rather scratched than engraved, and the lines being 
run through each other, it is only possible to read one 
or two Latin words. It probably records the event of 
the combat The person slain was the male ancestor 
of the present Lord Napier. 

** Tradition affirms, that the hero of the song (be 
he who he may) was murdered by the brother, either 
of his wife or betrothed bride. The alleged cause of 
malice was the lady's father having proposed to endow 
her with half of his property, upon her marriage with 
a warrior of such renown. The name of the murderer 
is said to have been Annan, and the place of combat is 
stiU called. Annan's Treat. It is a low muir, on the 
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banks of the Yarrow, lying to the west of Yarrow Kirk. 
Two tall unhewn masses of stone are erected, about 
eighty yards distant from each other ; and the least 
child, that can herd a cow, will tell the passenger, that 
there lie Hhe two lords, who were slain in single 
combat.' 

" It will be, with many readers, the greatest recom- 
mendation of these verses, that they are supposed to 
have suggested to Mr. Hamilton of Bangour, the mod- 
em ballad, beginning, 

* Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride.' 

" A fragment, apparently regarding the story of the 
following ballad, but in a different measure, occurs in 
Mr. Herd's MS., and runs thus : — 

* When I look east, my heart is sair. 
But when I look west, it's mair and mair; 
For then I see the braes o' Yarrow, 
And there, for aye, I lost ray marrow.' " 

We have added an t^ncoUated copy from Buchan's 
Ballads of the North of Scotland, Another is furnished 
by Motherwell, Minstrelsy^ p. 252. Some of Scott's 
verses are also found in Herd's fragment, (Scottish 
Songs^i. 202,) and Buchan's Haughs o* Yarrow, ii. 211. 
The Dowy Den, in Evans's collection, iii. 842, is the 
caput mortuum oS this spirited ballad. * 

Late at e'en, drinking the wine, 
And ere they paid the lawing, 
They set a combat them between, 
To fight it in the dawing. 
VOL. ni. 5 
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" O staj at hame, 1117 noble lord, « 

O stay at hame, my niarrow ! 
My cruel brother will you betray 

On the dowie houms of Yarrow." — 

" O fare ye weel, my ladye gaye ! 

fare ye weel, my Sarah I ^ 
For I maun gae, though I ne'er return 

Frae the dowie banks o' Yarrow." 

She kiss'd his cheek, she kaim'd his hair. 
As oft she had done before, O ; 

She belted him with his noble brand, w 

And he's away to Yarrow. 

As he gaed up the Tennies bank, 

1 wot he gaed wi' sorrow. 

Till, down in a den, he spied nine arm'd men, 
On the dowie houms of Yarrow. 20 

" O come ye here to part your land, 
The bonnie Forest thorough ? 

Or come ye here to wield your brand. 
On the dowie houms of Yarrow ? " — 

" I come not here to part my land, -^ 

And neither to beg nor borrow ; 

17. The Tennies is the name of a farm of the Duke of 
Buccleuch's, a little below Yarrow Kirk. 
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I come to wield my noble brand, 
On the bonnie banks of Yarrow. 



" If I see all, ye're nine to ane ; 

And that's an unequal marrow ; » 

Yet will I fight, while lasts my brand, 

On the bonnie banks of Yarrow.** 

Four has he hurt, and five has slain, 
-On the bloody braes of Yarrow, 

Till that stubborn knight came him behind, ss 
And ran his body thorough. 

" Gae hame, gae hame, good-brother John, 

And tell your sister Sarah, 
To come and lift her leafu* lord ; 

He*s sleepin sound on Yarrow." — 40 

" Yestreen I dream*d a dolefu* dream ; 

I fear there wiU be sorrow ! 
I dream'd I pu*d the heather green, 

Wi' my true love, on Yarrow. 

• 

" O gentle wind, that bloweth south, 45 

From where my love repaireth, 

Convey a kiss from his dear mouth. 
And tell me how he fareth ! 



68 THE DOWIB DBN8 OF YARROM^ 

" But in the glen strive armed men ; 

They've wrought me dole and sorrow ; » 
They've slain — the oomeliest knight they've 
slain — 

He bleeding lies on Tarrow." 

As she sped down yon high high hill, 
She gaed wi* dole and sorrow, 

And in the den spied ten slain men, » 

On the dowie banks of Yarrow. 

She kissed his cheek, she kaim'd his hair, 
She searched his wounds all thorough, 

She kiss'd them, till her lips grew red. 

On the dowie houms of Yarrow. w 

" Now hand your tongue, my daughter dear ! 

For a* this breeds but sorrow ; 
1*11 wed ye to a better lord. 

Than him ye lost on Yarrow." — 

" O hand your tongue, my father dear ! fis 

Ye mind me but of sorrow ; 
A fairer rose did never bloom 

Than now lies cropp'd on Yarrow." 



THE BRAES O' YARROW. 



From Buchan's Ballads of the North of Scotland, 
ii. 203. Repeated in the xviith volume of the Percy 
Society Publications. 



Ten lords sat drinking at the wine, 

Intill a morning early ; 
There fell a combat them among, 

It must be fought, — nae parly. 

" O stay at hame, my ain gude lord, 5 

O stay, my ain dear marrow." 
" Sweetest min', I will be thine. 

And dine wi' you to-morrow." 

She's kiss'd his lips, and comb'd his hair. 
As she had done before, O ; lo 

Gied him a brand down by his side. 
And he is on to Yarrow. 
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As he gaed ower yon dowie knowe, 

As aft he'd dune before, O ; 
Nine armed men lay in a den, u 

Upo' the braes o* Yarrow. 

" O came ye here to himt or hawk, 

As ye hae dune before, O ? 
Or came ye here to wieF your brand, 

Upo' the braes o' Yarrow ? " 20 

" I came na here to hunt nor hawk, 

As I hae dune before, O ; 
But I came here to wiel' my brand. 

Upon the braes o' Yarrow." 

Four he hurt, and five he slew, 25 

Till down it fell himsell, O ; 
There stood a fause lord him behin'. 

Who thrust him thro' body and mell, O. 

" Gae hame, gae hame, my brother John, 
And tell your sister sorrow ; » 

Your mother to come take up her son, 
Aff* o' the braes o' Yarrow." 

As he gaed ower yon high, high hill. 

As he had dune before, O ; 
There he met his sister dear, . » 

Came rinnin fast to Yarrow. 
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'^ I dreamt a dream last night/' she sajs, 

" I wish it bimia sorrow ; 
I dreamt I was pu'ing the heather green, 

Upo' the braes o' Yarrow." « 

" m read your dream, sister," he says, 

" I'll read it into sorrow ; 
Ye're bidden gae take up your love. 

He's sleeping sound <m Yarrow." 

She's torn the ribbons frae her head, « 

They were baith thick and narrow ; 

She's kilted up her green claithing. 
And she's awa' to Yarrow. 

She's taen him in her arms twa, 

And gien him kisses thorough, so 

And wi' her tears she bath'd his wounds, 

Upo' the braes o' Yarrow. 

Her father looking ower his castle wa', 

Beheld his daughter's sorrow ; 
" O had your tongue, daughter," he says, « 

" And let be a' your sorrow, 
I'll wed you wi' a better lord. 

Than he that died on Yarrow." 



89. To dream of any thing green is regarded in Scotland 
as unlucky. 
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" had your tongue, father," she says, 
" And let be till to-morrow ; « 

A better lord there cou*dna be 
Than he that died on Yarrow." 

She kiss'd his lips, and comb'd his hair, 

As she had dune before, O ; 
Then wi' a crack her heart did brack, 65 

Upon the braes o' Yarrow. 



SIR JAMES THE ROSE. 

FuTKERTON first published this piece in his Scottish 
Tragic Ballads, p. 61. In a note, it is said to have 
been taken " irom a modem edition in one sheet, 12mo. 
after the old copy." Motherwell gives another version 
" as it occurs in early stall prints,** (Minstrelsy, p. 321,) 
and suspects a few conjectural emendations in Pinker- 
ton's text. The passage from v. 51 to v. 59 is appar- 
ently defective, and has, probably, been tampered 
with; but Pinkerton*s copy is on the whole much 
better than Motherwell's, or than Whitelaw's, (Scottish 
Ballads, 89,) which professes to be given chiefly from 
oral recitations. 

Michael Bruce*s Sir James the Rose will be feund in 
another part of this collection. In Caw*s Museum 
(p. 290) is a ballad in the worst possible taste, styled 
El/rida and Sir James of Perth, which seems to be a 
mere dis%uration of Bruce's. 

O HEARD ye o* Sir James the Rose, 
The young beir o' Buleighan ? 

For be has kill'd a gallant squire, 
Whase friends are out to tak him. 
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Now he haa gane to the house o' Mar, 
Whar Dane might seik to fiod him ; 

To see hjs dear he did repair, 
Weining she wold befreind him. 

" Whar are ye gaing Sir James," she said, 
" whar awa are ye riding ? " 

" I maun be bouad to a foreign land, 
And now I'm under hiding. 

" Whar gall I gae, whar aall I rio, 

Whar sail I rin to lay me ? 
For I ha kill'd a gallant squire, 

And his frienda seik to slay me." 

" gae ye down to yon laigh house, 
I sail pay there your lawing; 

And as I am your leman trew, 
m meet ye at the dawing," 

He turned him richt and round about, 
And rowd him in his brechan : 

And laid him doun to tak a sleip, 
In the lawlands o' Buleighan. 



was nae weil gane out o' aichi, 
(or was he past Milstrethen, 
an four and twenty beUed knichts 
lam riding owr the Leathen. 
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" ha ye seen Sir James the Rose, 

The young heir o' Buleighan ? 30 

For he has kill'd a gallant squire, 
And we are sent to tak him." 

" Yea, I ha seen Sir James," she said, 

" He past by here on Monday ; 
Gin the steed be swift that he rides on, 5« 

He's past the Hichts of Lundie." 

But as wi speid they rade awa, 

She leudly cryd behind them ; 
" Gin ye'll gie me a worthy meid, 

ril tell ye whar to find him." 40 

" tell fair maid, and on our band, 
Ye*se get his purse and brechan." 

" He's in the bank aboon the mill. 
In the lawlands o' Buleighan." 

Than out and spak Sir John the Graham, 45 

Who had the charge a keiping, 
" It's neer be said, my stalwart feres, 

We kill'd him whan a sleiping.' 



» 



They seized his braid sword and his targe, 
And closely him surrounded : so 

" O pardon ! mercy 1 gentlemen," 
He then fou loudly sounded. 
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" Sic as ye gae, sic ye sail hae, 
Nae grace we shaw to thee can." 

" Donald my man, wait till I fa, » 

And ye sail hae my brechan ; 

Ye'll get my purse thouch fou o' gowd 
To tak me to Loch Lagan." 

Syne they tuke out his bleiding heart. 
And set it on a speir ; oo 

Then tuke it to the house o' Mar, 
And shawd it to his deir. 

" We cold nae gie Sir James's purse. 
We cold nae gie his brechan ; 

But ye sail ha his bleeding heart, «» 

Bot and his bleeding tartan." 

" Sir James the Eose, O for thy sake 

My heart is now a breaking, 
Curs'd be the day I wrocht thy wae, 

Thou brave heir of Buleighan I " to 

Then up she raise, and furth she gaes. 

And, in that hour o' tein. 
She wanderd to the dowie glen, 

And nevir mair was sein. 



GRiEME AND BEWICK. 

From Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, lii. 69. A 
single improyed reading is adopted from a Newcastle 
chap-book. 

*^ Given, in the first edition, firom the recitation of a 
gentleman, who professed to have forgotten eome verses. 
These have, in the present edition, been partly re- 
stored, from a copy obtained by the recitation of an 
ostler in Carlisle, which has also furnished some slight 
alterations." # 

*^ The ballad is remarkable, as containing, probably, 
the very latest allusion to the institution of brother- 
hood in arms, which was held so sacred in the days of 
chivalry, and whose ori^ may be traced up to the 
Scythian ancestors of Odin.** Scott. 

GuDE Lord GrsBine is to Carlisle gane, 

Sir Robert Bewick there met he, 
And arm in arm to the wine they did go,. 

And they drank till they were baith menie* 
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Gude Lord Graeme has ta'en up the cup, s 

" Sir Robert Bewick, and here's to thee ! 

And here's to our twae sons at hame ! 

For they hke us best in our ain countrie." — • 

" O were your son a lad like mine, 

And leam'd some books that he could read, w 
They might hae been twae brethren bauld, 

And they might hae bragged the Border side. 

« 

^^ But your son's a lad, and he is but bad, 

And billie to my son he canna be ; " 

« ♦ ♦ ♦ 

'^ I sent him to the schools, and he wadna learn ; is 
I bought him books, and he wadna read ; 

But my blessing shall he never earn. 

Till I see how his arm can defend his head." — 

Gude Lord Graeme has a reckoning call'd, 

A reckoning then called he ; «> 

And he paid a crown, and it went roun', 
It was all for the gude wine and free. 

And he has to the stable gane. 

Where there stude thirty steeds and three ; 

15, Scott, Ye sent; 10, Ye bought 
22. Newcastle G. B., and hay. 
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He's ta'en his ain horse amcmg them a', 25 

And hame he rade sae manfullie. 

" Weloome, my auld father ! " said Christie GrsBme, 
" But where sae lang frae hame were ye ? " — 

" It's I hae been at Carlisle town, 
And a baffled man by thee I be. su 

" I hae been at Carlisle town, 

Where Sir Robert Bewick he met me ; 

He says ye're a lad, and ye are but bad, 
And billie to his son ye canna be. 

" I sent ye to the schools, and ye wadna leai'n ; « 
I bought ye books, and ye wadna read ; 

Therefore my blessing ye shall never earn, 
Till I see with Bewick thou save thy head." 

. " Now, God forbid, my auld father. 

That ever sic a thing suld be ! 40 

Billie Bewick was my maater, and I was his 
scholar, 
And aye sae weel as he leanwjd meJ* 

" O hald thy tongue, thou limmer loon. 
And of thy talking let me be ! 

41, 42. Shall I venture my body in field to fight 
With a man that's faith and troth to me? 

N. C. B. 
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If thou does na end me this quarrel soon, 45 

There is my glove, Til fight wi* thee." 

Then Christie Graeme he stooped low 

Unto the ground, you shall understand ; — 

" O father, put on your glove again, 

The wind has blown it fix)m your hand ? " » 

" What's that thou says, thou limmer loon ? 

How dares thou stand to speak to me ? 
If thou do not end this quarrel soon. 

There's my right hand thou shalt fight with 



me.". 



Then Christie Graeme's to his chamber gane, *' 
To consider weel what then should be ; 

Whether he should fight with his auld father, 
Or with his billie Bewick, he. 

" If I suld kill my billie dear, 

Grod's blessing I shall never win ; 6i» 

But if I strike at my auld father, 

I think 'twald be a mortal sin. 

" But if I kill my billie dear, 

It is God's will, so let it be ; 
But I make a vow, ere I gang frae hame, ^ 

That I shall be the next man's die." — 
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Then he's put on*s back a gude auld jack, 

And on his head a cap of steel, 
And sword and buckler by his side ; 

gin he did not become them weel ! to 

We'll leave off talking of Christie Gweme, 

And talk of him again belive ; 
And we will talk of bonny Bewick, 

Where he was teaching his scholars ^ye. 

When he had taught them well to fence, 7« 

And handle swords without any doubt. 
He took his sword under his arm, 
- And he walk'd his father's close about; 

He look'd atween him and the sun. 

And a' to see what there might be, so 

Till he spied a man in armour bright, 

Was riding that way most hastilie. 

" O wha is yon, that came this way, 

Sae hastilie that hither came ? 
I think it be my brother dear, h? 

1 think it be young Christie Graeme. 

" Ye're welcome here, my billie dear. 
And thrice ye're welcome unto me ! " — 

" But I'm wae to say, I've seen the day, 

When I am come to fight wi' thee. «> 

VOL. ni. 6 
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• 
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*' My father's gane to Carlisle town, 
Wi' your father Bewick there met he : 

He says Fm a lad, and I am but bad, 
And a baffled man I trow I be. . 

" He sent me to schools, and I wadna learn ; » 
He gae me books, and I wadna read ; 

Sae my father's blessing Til never earn, 

Till he see how my arm can guard my head." 

" O Grod forbid, my billie dear. 

That ever such a thing suld be ! iw 

We'll take three men on either side, 

And see if we can our fathers agree." 

" O hald thy tongue, now, billie Bewick, 

And of thy talking let me be 1 
But if thou'rt a man, as I'm sure thou art, los 

Come o'er the dyke, and fight wi' me." 

" But I hae nae harness, billie, on my back, 
As weel I see there is on thine." — 



107-118. Instead of this passage, the Newcastle copy has 
the following stanzas : — 

He flang his cloak from off his shoulders, 
His psalm-book from his pouch flang he, 

He clapped his hand upon the hedge, 
And o'er lap he right wantonly. 
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^^ But as little harness as is on ihj back, 
As little, billie, shall be on mine." — 



110 



Then he's thrown aff his coat o' mail, 

His cap of steel away fung he ; 
He stuck his spear into the ground, 

And he tied his horse unto a tree. 

Then Bewick has thrown aff his cloak, U5 

And's psalter-book frae's hand flung he ; 

He laid his hand upon the dyke. 
And ower he lap most manfuUie. 

O they hae fought for twae lang hours ; 

When twae lang hours were come and gane, 120 
The sweat drapp'd fast frae aff- them baith. 

But a drap of blude could not be seen. 



When Graham did see his bully come, 
The salt tears stood long in his ee; 

" Now needs must I say thou art a man, 
That dare venture thy body to fight with me. 

" Nay, I have a harness on my back; 

I know that thou hast none on thine ; 
But as little as thou hast on thy back, 

As little shall there be on mine.*' 

He flang his jacket from off his back, 
His cap of steel from his head flang he ; 

He^s taken his spear into his hand. 
He's ty'd his horse unto a tree. 
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Till Graeme gae Bewick an ackward stroke, 
Ane ackward stroke strucken sickerlie ; 

He has hit him under the left breast, la 

And dead-wounded to the ground fell he. 

" Rise up, rise up, now, billie dear. 
Arise and speak three words to me ! 

Whether thou's gotten thy deadly wound, 

Or if Grod and good leeching may succour thee ? " 

" O horse, O horse, now, billie Grasme, isi 

And get thee far from hence with speed ; 

And get thee out of this country. 

That none may know who has done the deed." — 

"01 have slfdn thee, billie Bewick, iss 

If this be true thou tellest to me ; 
But I made a vow, ere I came frae hame. 

That aye the next man I wad be." 

He has pitched his sword in a moodie-hill. 
And he has leap'd twenty lang feet and three, 

And on his ain sword's point he lap, mi 

And dead upon the ground fell he. 

• 

'Twas then came up Sir Robert Bewick, 

And his brave son alive saw he ; 
" Rise up, rise up, my son," he said, i« 

" For I think ye hae gotten the victorie." 
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" O haJd your tongue, my father dear, 
Of your prideful talking let me be ! 

Ye might hae drunken your wine in peace, 

And let me and my billie be. 150 

" Gae dig a grave, baith wide and deep, 
And a grave to hald baith him and me ; 

But lay Christie Graeme on the sunny side. 
For Pm sure he wan the victorie." 

" Alack ! a wae ! " auld Bewick cried, i^s 

" Alack ! was I not much to blame ? 

I'm sure I've lost the liveliest lad 
That e'er was bom unto my name." 

" Alack ! a wae ! " quo' gude Lord Graeme, 
" I'm sure I hae lost the deeper lack ! m 

I durst hae ridden the Border through. 
Had Christie Graeme been at my back. 



" Had I been led through Liddesdale, 
And thirty horsemen guarding me. 

And Christie Graeme been at my back, 
Sae soon as he had set me free ! 



" I've lost my hopes, I've lost my joy, 
I've lost the key but and the lock ; 

I durst hae ricWen the world roun9. 

Had Christie Graeme been at my back." 



la-) 
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THE LAMENT OF THE BORDER WmOW. 

Mfutrelty of (he Scottuh Border, iii. 94. 

This fragment was obtained from recitation in 
Ettrick Forest, where it is said to refer to the exe- 
cution of Cockbume, of Henderland, a freebooter, 
hanged by James V. over the gate of his own tower. 
There is another version in Johnson's Museum, (Oh 
Ono Chrio, p. 90,) which. Dr. Blacklock informed 
Bums, was composed on the massacre of Glencoe. 
But in fact, these verses seem to be, as Motherwell has 
remarked, only a portion (expanded, indeed,) of The 
Famous Flower of Serving Men : see voL iv. p. 174. 

There are some verbal differences between Scott's 
copy and the one in Chambers's Scottish Songs, i. 174. 

Mr love he built me a bonny bower, 
And clad it a' wi* lilye floor, 
A brawer bower ye ne'er did see, 
Than my true love he built for me. 
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There came a man, by middle day, s 

He spied his sport, and went away ; 
And brought the King that very night, 
Who brake my bower, and slew my knight. 

He slew my knight, to me sae dear ; 

He slew my knight, and poin'd his gear ; lo 

My servants all for life did flee, 

And left me in extremitie. 

I sew'd his sheet, making my mane ; 

I watch'd the corpse, myself alane ; 

I watch'd his body, night and day ; i5 

No living creature came that way. 

I tuk his body on my back. 

And whiles I gaed, and whiles I sat ; 

I digg'd a grave, and laid him in. 

And happ'd him with the sod sae green. » 

But think na ye my heart was sair, 
When I laid the mouF on his yellow hair ; 
O think na ye my heart was wae, 
When I tum'd about, away to gae ? 

Nae living man FU love again, 2s 

Since that my lovely knight is slain ; 
Wi* ae lock of his yellow hair 
I'll chain my heart for ever mair. 



YOUNG WATERS. 



First published on an octavo sheet, by Lady Jean 
Home, about the middle of the last century, and from 
this copy reprinted in Percy's Reliques, (ii. 227.) 
Buchan has a version (i. 15) twenty-five stanzas 
longer than the present, which is given in our Ap- 
pendix. This ballad has been supposed to refer to 
the fate of the Earl of Murray, (see post. The Bonny 
Earl of Murray,) The additional circumstances fur- 
nished by Buchan's copy, however, have led Chambers 
to suggest that the unfortunate hero was Walter Stuart, 
second son of the Duke of Albany. In support of his 
conjecture, he adduces " the name, which may be a 
corruption of Walter ; the mention of the Heading 
(beheading) Hill of Stirling, which is known to have 
been the very scene of Walter Stuart's execution ; the 
relationship which Young Waters claims with the king ; 
and the sjnnpathy expressed by the people, in the last 
verse, for the fate of the young knight, which exactly 
tallies with what is told us by the' Scottish historians, 
regarding the popular feeling expressed in fevour of 
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the numerous nobles a,nd princes of his own blood, 
whom the king saw it necessary to sacrifice." We do 
not consider these coincidences sufficient to establish 
the historical character of the piece. 



About Zule, quhen the wind blew cule, 

And the round tables began, 
A' ! there is cum to our kings court 

Mony a well-^tvourd man. 

The queen luikt owre the castle wa', 5 

Beheld baith dale and down, 
And then she saw zoung Waters 

Cum riding to the town. 

His footmen they did rin before. 

His horsemen rade behind ; 30 

Ane mantel of the buiiiing gowd 

Did keip him frae the wind. 

Growden graith^d his horse before, 

And siller shod behind ; 
The horse zoung Waters rade upon m 

Was fleeter than the wind. 

But then spake a wylie lord, 

Unto the queen said he : 
" tell me quha 's the fairest face 

Bides in the company ? " 2» 
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" I've sene lord, and IVe sene laird, 

And knights of high degree, 
Bot a fairer face than zoung Waters 

Mine eyne did never see." 

Out then spaek the jealous king ta 

(And an angry man was he) : 
" O if he had been twice as fair, 

Zou micht have excepted me." 

" Zou*re neither laird nor lord," she says, 
" Bot the king that wears the crown ; » 

There is not a knight in fair Scotland, 
Bot to thee maun bow down." 

For a' that she could do or say, 

Appeasd he wade nae bee ; 
Bot for the words which she had said, w 

Zoung Waters he maun dee. 

They hae taen zoung Waters, and 

Put fetters to his feet ; 
They hae taen zoung Waters, and 

Thrown him in dungeon deep. « 

" Aft I have ridden thro' Stirling town. 

In the wind bot and the weit ; 
Bot I neir rade thro' Stirling town 

Wr fetters at my feet. 
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" Aft have I ridden thro' Stirling town, « 

In the wind hot and the rain ; 
Bot I neir rade thro* Stirling town 

Neir to return again." 

They hae taen to the heiding-hill 

His zoung son in his craddle ; 50 

And they hae taen to the heiding-hill 

His horse bot and his saddle. 

They hae taen to the heiding-hill 

His lady fair to see ; 
And for the words the queen had spoke u 

Zoung Waters he did dee. 



BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL. 

MotherweU*8 MinttreUy, p. 44. 

This, says Motherwell, " ib probably a lament for 
one of the adherents of the house of Argyle, who fell 
in the battle of Glenlivat, stricken on Thursday, the 
third day of October, 1594 years. The words and 
the music are published in the fifth volume of The 
Scottish Minstrel.** Finlay gives eight Knes of this 
ballad in the Pre&ce to his first volume, p. xxxiii. 

Hie upon Hielands, 

And low upon Tay, 
Bonnie George Campbell 

Rade out on a day. 
Saddled and bridled 5 

And gallant rade be ; 
Hame cam his gude horse, 

But never cam he ! 

Out cam his auld mither 

Greeting fu' sair, • » 
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And out cam his bonnie bride 

Rivin' her hair. 
Saddled and bridled 

And booted rade he ; 
Toom hame cam the saddle, w 

But never cam he 1 

" My meadow lies green, 

And my com ig unshorn ; 
My bam is to big, 

And my babie 's unborn." 20 

Saddled and bridled 

And booted rade he ; 
Toom hame cam the saddle. 

But never cam he ! 



LAMKIN. 

fbllowiog is believed to be a correct account 
raiious printed forms of this extremely popular 
In the second edition of Herd's Scottish Songs 
appeared a fragment of eighteen stanzas, called 
bin, embeUished in a puerile style by some mod- 
id. Jamieaon published the story in a complete 
tbentic shape in his PoptUar Ballads, ia 180G. 
B collection (1808) furnishes us viith two more 
the first of which (ii. 47) ia made up in part of 
fragment, and the second (iv. 57) taken from 
' written by an old lady." Another was given, 
MntatioD, Id Motherwell's Minatreley, (1827,) 
e more intelligible title oi Lamberl Zinkin. An 
I tragment, called Long Loid:in, taken down 
le recitation of an old woman, is said to liave 
iserted by Misa Landon, in the Drawing-Roora 
took, for 1837. This iras repubhshed in RJch- 
t Borderer's TabU-Book, 1846, vol. T)ii.410, and 
or of that miscellany, who ought to have learned 
eptical in such matters, ui^es the circumstantial 
er of local tradition as strong evidence that the 
ine of the cruel history was in Northumberland. 
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Lastly, we have to note a version resembling Mother- 
well's, styled Bold Ranhin, and printed in A New 
Book of Old Ballads f (p. 73,) and also in Whitelaw's 
Book of Scottish Ballads, (p. 246.) 

We have printed Jamieson's, Motherwell's, the longer 
of Finlay's versions, and the English fragment: the 
last two in the Appendix. The following is from 
Jamieson's Popvlar Ballads, i. 176. " This piece was 
transmitted to the Editor by Mrs. Brown.** 



" O PAY me now, Lord Wearie ; 

Come, pay me out o' hand." 
" I canna pay you, Lamkin, 

Unless I sell my land." 

" O gin ye winna pay me, •* 

I here sail mak a vow, 
Before that ye come hame again, 

Ye sail ha'e cause to rue." 

. Lord Wearie got a bonny ship, 

To sail the saut sea faem ; io 

Bade his lady weel the castle keep. 

Ay till he should come hame. 

But the nourice was a fause limmer 

As e'er hung on a tree ; 
She laid a plot wi' Lamkin, y. 

Whan her lord was o'er the sea. 



ihe Itdd a plot wi' Liunkin, 
When the servants were awa' ; 

l^oot him in at a Utile sbot window, 
And brought him lo the ha'. 

whare's a' Ihe men o' this bouse. 
That ca' me Lamkm ? " 
They're at the bom well thraehmg, 

'Twin be lang ere they come in." 

And whare's the women t>' this house, 

That ca' me Lamkin?" 
They're at the far well washing; 

Twill be lang ere they come in," 

And whare's the bairns o' this house. 

That ca' me Lamkin ? " 
They're at the school reading j 

'Twill be night or they come hame." 

> whare's the lady o* Ihie house. 

That ca's me Lamkin ? " 
She's up in her bower sewing, 

But we soon can bring her down." 

'hen Lamkin's tane a sharp knife, 
That hang down by his gaire, 

Lnd he has gi'en the bonny babe 
A deep wound and a sair. 



Then Lamkin he rocked, 
And the fause nourice sang, 

Till frae ilkae bore o' the crad 
The red blood out sprai^. 

Then out it qnak the lady, 
As she stood on the stair, 

" What ailg my bairn, nourioe, 
TBat he's greeting sae eair ? 

" atiU my baim, nourice ; 

still him wi' tiie pap I " 
" He winna etill, lady, 

For thia, nor for that," 

" O still my balm, noarice ; 

" still him wi' the wand ! " 
" He winna still, lady, 

For a' his father's land." 

" still my baim, nouriee, 
still him wi' the bell ! " 

" He winna still, lady. 

Till ye come down yonrsel." 

O Ihe firsten step she steppit, 
She steppit on a atane ; 

But the neisten step she steppit, 
She met him, Lamkin. 
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' O mercy, mercy, LamkiD I 

Ha'e mercy upoa me ! 
Though you've ta'en my youug son's life 

Ye may let mysel be." 

' O sail I kill her, nonrice 7 

Or saU I lather be?" 
" Ic'U her, kill her, Lamkin, 

For she ne'er was good to me." 

" scour the basoo, nourice, 

And mak it tair and clean, 
For to keep this lady's heart's blood, 

For she's come o' noble kin." 

" There need nae bason, Lamkin ; 

Lat it run through the floor ; 
What better is the heart's blood 

0' the rich than o' the poor? " 

But ere three months were at an end. 

Lord Wearie came again ; 
But dowie dowie was his heart 

When first he came hame. 

" wha's blood is this," be saya, 

" That lies in the chftmer ? " 
" It is your lady's heart's blood ; 
■ Tjs as clear as the lamer." 
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" And wha's blood is this," he says, 

"That lies in my ha'?" » 

" It is your young son's heart's blood ; 
'Tis the clearest ava." 

O sweetly sang the black-bird 

That sat upon the tree ; 
But sairer grat Lamkin, » 

When he was condemn'd to die. 

And bonny sang the mavis 

Out o' the thorny brake ; 
But sairer grat the nourice. 

When she was tied to* the stake. w» 



LAMBERT LINKIN. 



present copy is given from recitation, aad 
. eould have received additions, and perhaps 
leots, from aootber copy, obtained from a 
urce, and of equal ai^^Mnticity, in hi^ posses- 
Editor did not tike to use a liberty which is 
nuch abnse. To some, the present set of the 
kj- be valuable, as handing down both name 
name of the revengeful builder of Prime 
IT there can be little doubt that the epithet 
It. Lambert acquired from the secrecy and 
nth which he insinuated himself into that 
trength. Indeed, all the names of Lammer- 
immiktn, Lamkin, Lankin, Ijnkin, Belinkin, 
' be traced oat as abbreviations of Lambert 
In the present set of the ballad, Lambert 
nd Belinkin are used indifferently, as Uie 
if the verae may require ; in the other recited 
vhich reference haa been made, it is Lam- 
and Lamkin ; and tfae nobleman for whom 

a house " is stated to be " Lord Airan." No 
however, is made here to the name of the 
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owner of Prime Castle. Antiquaries, peradventure, 
may find it as difficult to settle the precise locality of 
this fortalice, as they have found it to fix the topog- 
raphy of Troy." Motherwell's Minstrelsy, p. 291. 

In Finlay's second copy, the murderer's name is Bal- 
canqual, " which," observes the editor, " is an ancient 
Scottish surname, and is sometimes corrupted, for the 
more agreeable sound, into Beluncan." It is more 
likely that Belinkin has suggested Balcanqual, than 
that Balcanqual has been corrupted into Lamkin. 



Belinkin was as gude a mason 

As e'er pickt a stane ; 
He built up Prime Castle, 

But payment gat nane. 

The lord said to his lady, s 

When he was going abroadj 
" O beware of Belinkin, 

For he lyes in the wood." 

The gates they were bolted, 

Baith outside and in ; lo 

At the sma' peep of a window 

Belinkin crap in. 

" Gude morrow, gude morrow," 

Said Lambert Linkin. 
" Gude morrow to yoursell, sir," 15 

Said the fause nurse to him. 



LAHBERT I.INKIN. 

) whare i» your gude lord ? " 
Said Liunbert Linkin. 
le's awa to New England, 
To meet with his king." 

) where is his auld eon ? " 
Said Lambert Linkin. 
le's awa to buj pearlings, 
Gin our lady ly in." 

Chen she'll never wear them," 
S«d Lambert Linkin. 
Lnd that is nae pity," 
Said the feuae nurse to him. 

) where ia your lady ? " 
Stud Lambert Linkin. 
}be's in her bouir sleepin','' 
Said the fause nurse to him. 

low can we get at her F " 
Said Lambert Linkin. 
Itab the babe to the heart 
Wi' a silver bo'kin." 

"hat wud be a pity," 
Said Lambert Linkin. 
lae pity, nae pily," 
Said the fause nurse to him. 
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Belinkin he rocke<], 

And the fause nurse she sanp. 
Till a' the tores o' the cradle 

Wi' the red blude down ran. 

" Btill my babe, nnrice, 
still him wi' the knife." 

" He'll no be sUll, lady, 
The' I lay down my life." 

* Btill my babe, nurice, 
atlll him wi' the kame." 

" He'll no be still, lady, 

Till hia daddy eome hame." 

" still my babe, nurice, 
still him wi' the bell." 

" Hell no be still, lady, 

Till ye eome down yoursell." 

" It's how can I come doun, 
This caold frosty nicht, 

Without e'er a coal 
Or a clear candle licht ? " 



48. Tont. Tbe pnijectioiie or knobs at t 
old-fkihlaned cradles, and the omamenteil t 
ly fonnd innnoimtlng tlie backi of old cbai 
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lere's twa emocks in your coffer, 
ks white as a swaa } 
ane o' them about yon, 
t will shew you licfat doun." 

took one o* them about her, 
kud came tripping donn ; 

as soon as she viewed, 
lelinkin was in. 

ide morrow, gude morrow," 
!ud Lambert Linkin. * 
;ide morrow to yoursell, sir," 
aid the lady to him. 

save my life, Belinkin, 

ill my husband come back, 

1 I'll gie ye aa much red gold i 

.s yell hand in your hat." 

1 not save your life, lady, 

ill your husband come back, 

' you wud gie me as much red gold 

s I could baud in a sack. i 

ill I kill her?" ^uo' Belinkin, . 
Will I kill her, or let her be ? " 
lu may kill her," said the fause nurse, 

She was ne'er gude to me ; 
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And yell be laird o' the CasUe, 8& 

And m be ladye." 

Then he out aff her head 

Fra her lily breast bane, 
And he hung 't up in the kitchen, 

It made a' the ha' shine. 90 

The lord sat in England 

A-drinking the wine : 
" I wish a* may be weel 

Wi' my lady at hame ; 
For the rings o' my fingers 95 

They're now burst in twain ! " 

He saddled his horse, 

And he came riding doun ; 
But as soon as he viewed, 

Belinkin was in. 100 

He hadna weel stepped . 

Twa steps up the stair. 
Till he saw his pretty young son 

Lying dead on the floor. 

He hadna weel stepped . 105 

Other twa up the stair, 
Till he saw his pretty lady 

Lying dead in despair. 
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e hanged Belinkin 

Out over the gate ; 

nd he burnt the faiise nurice, 

Being under the grate. 



THE LAIRD OF WAMSTOUN. 

Jamieson and Kinloch have each published a highly 
dramatic fragment of this terrible story. Both of these 
are here given, and in the Appendix may be seen 
Buchan's more extensive, but far less poetical ver- 
sion. "With this last, we have printed Mr. Chambers's 
account of the events on which these ballads are 
founded. 

Jamieson's copy was taken down by Sir Walter 
Scott, from the recitation of his mother. Popular 
Ballads, i. 109. 

Down by yon garden green 

Sae merrily as she gaes ; 
She has twa weel-made feet, 

And she trips upon her taes. 

She has twa weel-made feet ; ^ 

Far better is her hand ; 
She's as jimp in the middle 

As ony willow-wand. 



THE LA^IRIk OF WARISrOUH. 

■ Gif je will do my bidding, 
At my bidding for to be, 
's I wUl make you lady 
Of a' the lands you see," 

e Bpak a word in jeat ; 
Her answer wasna good ; 
e threw a plate at her face, 
Made it a' gush out o' blood. 

le wasna frae her chamber 
A step but barely three, 
lien up and at her richt Land 
There stood Man's Enemy. 

Gif ye will do my bidding. 
At my bidding for to be ; • 
1 leam you a wile 
Avenged for to be." 

le Foul Thief knotted the tether ; 
She lifted his head on hie ; 
le nourice drew the knot 
That gar'd lord Warisloun die. 

len word is gane to Leith, 
Also to Edinburgh town, 
lat the lady had kill'd the ]mrd. 
The laird o' Wnristoun. 
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" Tak aff, lak aff my hood, 
But lat D17 petticoat b<^ ; 

Put my mantle o'er my he« 
For the fire I dowoa see. 

" Now, a' ye gentle maids, 
Tuk warning now by me. 

And never many ane 
But whft pleases your e'e 

" For he married me for lo' 
But I married him for fe 

And £ae brak out the feud 
That gar'd my dearie die 



LAIRD OF WARIESTOUN. 

Kinloch's Ancient ScoUtsh Ballads, p. 53. 

It was at dinner as they sat, 
And when they drank the wine, 

How happy were the laird and lady 
Of bonnie Wariestoun. 

The lady apak but ae word, « 

The matter to conclude ; 
The laird strak her on the mouth, 

Till she spat out o' blude. 

She did not know the way 

Her mind to satisfy, lo 

Till evil cam into her head 

All by the Enemy. 
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** At evening when ye sit 

And when ye drink the wine, 
See that ye fill the glass well up 15 

To the laird o' Wariestoun." 

m ♦ * « ♦ « ' 

So at table as they sat, 

And when they drank the wine, 
She made the glass aft gae round 

To the laird o' Wariestoun. 20 

• 

The nurice she knet the knot, 

And O she knet it sicker ; 
The ladle did gie it a twig, 

Till it began to wicker. 

But word has gane doun to Leith, » 

And up to Embro toun, 
That the lady she has slain the laird, 

The laird o' Wariestoun. 

Word's gane to her father, the great Dunie- 
pace, 

And an angry man was he ; 30 

Cries, " Fy ! gar mak a barrel o' pikes, 

And row her doun some brae.'^ 

She said, " Wae be to ye, Wariestoun, 

I wish ye may sink for ain ; 
For I hae been your gudwife as 
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These aine years, miming ten ; 
And I never loved je bm weill 
s now when joii're lying alMn." 

It tafc alf this gowd brocade, 
nd let my petticoat be, 
tie a handkercbief round my face, 
bat the people may not see." 



THE QUEEN'S MARIE. 



Of this affecting ballad different editions iiave ap- 
peared in Scott's Minstrelsy, Sharpens Ballad Book, 
Kinloch's Scottish Ballads, and Motherwell's Minstrel- 
sy, There is also a fragment in Maidment's North 
Countrie Garland, which has been reprinted in Bu- 
chan's Gleanings, p. 164, and a very inferior version, 
with a different catastrophe, in Buchan's larger collec- 
tion, (ii. 190,) called Warenston and the Duke oj 
York^s Daughter, Bjnloch's copy may be found with 
Maidment's fragment, in the Appendix to this volume : 
Motherwell's immediately after the present. 

Sir Walter Scott conceives the ballad to have had 
its foundation in an event which took place early in 
the reign of Mary Stuart, described by Knox as fol- 
lows : " In the very time of the General Assembly, 
there comes to public knowledge a haynous mur- 
ther, committed in the court ; yea, not»fer from the 
Queen's lap ; for a French woman, that served in the 
Queen's chamber, had played the whore with the 
Queen's own apothecary. The woman conceived and 
bare a childe, whom, with common consent, the fether 
and mother murthered ; yet were the cries of a new- 

TOL. ni. 8 
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borne childe hearde, searche was made, the eliilde and 
the mother were both apprehended, and so were the 
man and the woman condemned to be hanged in the 
publicke street of Edinbm^h. The punishment was 
suitable, because the crime was haynous. But yet was 
not the court purged of whores and whoredoms, which 
was the fountaine of such enormities : for it was well 
known that shame hasted marriage betwixt John Sem- 
pill, called the Dancer, and Mary Levingston, sir- 
named the Lusty. What bruit the Maries, and the 
rest of the dancers of the court had, the ballads of that 
age doe witnesse, which we for modestie's sake omit. 
Knox's History of the Reformation, p. 373. 

" Such,'' Sir Walter goes on to say, " seems to be 
the subject of the following ballad, as narrated by the 
stem apostle of Presbytery. It will readily strike the 
reader, that the tale has suffered great alterations, as 
handed down by tradition ; the French waiting wo- 
man being changed into Mary Hamilton, and the 
Queen's apothecary into Henry Damley. Yet this is 
less surprising, when we recollect, that one of the 
heaviest of the Queen's complaints against her ill-^ted 
husband, was his infidelity, and that even with her 
personal attendants." 

Satisfactorily as the circumstances of Knox's story 
may agree with those of the ballads, a coincidence no 
less striking, and extending even to the name, is pre- 
sented by an incident which occurred at thfe court of 
Peter the Gteat. " During the reign of the Czar 
Peter," observe Mr. C. K. Sharpe, " one of his Em- 
press's attendants, a Miss Hamilton, was executed for 
the murder of a natural child, — not her first crime in 
that way, as was suspected ; and the Emperor, whose 
admiration of her beauty did not preserve her life, 
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stood upon the scaffold till her head was struck off, 
which he lifted by the ears and kissed on the lips. I 
cannot help thinking that the two stories have been 
confused in the ballad ; for, if Marie Hamilton was exe- 
cuted in Scotland, it is not likely that her relations 
resided beyond seas ; and we have no proof that Ham- 
ilton was I'eally the name of the woman who made 
the slip with the Queen's apothecary " 

Scott's edition of Mary Hamilton, (the first ever 
published,) was made up by him, from various copies. 
See Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border^ iii. 294. 



Marie Hamilton's to the kirk gane, 

Wi' ribbons in her hair ; 
The King thought mair o' Marie Hamilton, 

Than ony that were there. 

IVIarie Hamilton's to the kirk gane, s 

Wi' ribbons on her breast ; 
The King thought mair o' Marie Hamilton, 

Than he listen'd to the priest. 

Marie Hamilton's to the kirk gane, 

Wi' gloves upon her hands ; lo 

The King thought mair o' Marie Hamilton, 

Than the Queen and a' her lands. 

She hadna been about the King's court 

A month, but barely one, 
Till she was beloved by a' the King's court, w 

And the King the only man. 
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ladna been about the King's court 
month, but barely three, 
rae the King's court Marie Hamilton, 
irie Hamilton durstna be. ^ 

King is to the Abbey gane, 
pu' the Abbey tree, 
ale the babe frae Marie's heart ; 
t the thing it wadna be. 

: has row'd it in her apron, ■a 

d set it on the sea, — 

1 sink ye, or swiin ye, bonny Babe, 

s get nae mair o' me." — 

ia to the kitchen gane, 
d word is to the ha', b° 

word ia to the noble room, 
lang the ladyes a', 
Marie Hamilton's brought (o bed, 
d the bonny babe's mist and awa'. 

ely had she lain down again, » 

d scarcely fa'en asleep, ■ 

I up then started our gude Queen, 

t at her bed-feet ; 

g — " Marie Hamilton, wbere's your babe ? 

: I am sure I beard it greet" — •> 

a, O no, my noble Queen 1 
ink no such thing to be ; 
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'Twos but a stitch into my side, 
And sajr it troubles me." — 

" Get up, get up, Marie Hamilton : 

Get up and follow me ; 
For I am going to Edinburgh town, 

A rich wedding for to see." — ■ 

O slowly, slowly raise she up, 

And slowly put she on ; 
And slowly rode she out the way, 

Wi' mony a weary groaa. 

The Queen was clad in scarlet. 
Her merry mtuds all in green ; 

And every town that they cam to, 
They took Marie for the Queen. 

'' Ride hooly, hooly, gentlemen. 

Ride hooly now wi' me ! , 

For never, I am sure, a wearier burd 
Bade in your cnmpanie." — 

But little wist Marie Hamilton, | 

When she rade on the brown. 

That she waa ga'en to Edinburgh l< 
And a' to be put down. 

" Why weep ye so, y^ burgess wives, 

Why l€>ok ye so on me ? 
I am going to Edinburgh 

A rich wedding for to see, 




rJ 
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le gaed up the tolbooth suurs, 
orks frae her heels did flee ; 
g or e'er she cam down again, 
■aa condemn'd to die. 

ie cam to the Netherbow port, 
lughed loud laughters three ; 
sn ehe cam to the gallows foot, 
ears blinded her ee. 

en the Queen had four Maries, 
light she'll hae but three ; 
'as Maiie Seaton, and Marie Bet 
ttarie Carmichael, and me. 



itherbow port wu the gate which divided llie 
urgh fVom the saburb, called tha Canongale. S. 
DMn'a Mariea were four joaiig ladies of llie 
ies ia Scoltand, who were aent to France iu her 
tonied with her to Scotland. Keith givea as 

p. 68. " Tho young Qoeen, Mary, embarked 
I for France and with her went 

. and four yoong Tirpns, all of the name of 
Uviagston, Fleming, 8eatouo, and Beatonn." 
' Uvliigstoii, nor Uaiy Fleming, ore mentioned 
1 nor ore the Mary Hamilton, and Mary Carmi- 
ballaii, mentioned by Keith. But if this corps 

combt of yoang vir^ns, aa when originally 
id hardly have subsisted without occasional re- 
jally if we trust our old bard, and John Knox. 
I's Maries are mentioned in many ballads, and 

tendants. — Scon. 
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" O often have I dress'd my Queen, 

And put gold upon her hair ; 
But now Tve gotten for my reward 

The gallows to be my share. 

" Often have I dress'd my Queen, ^^'■ 

And often made her bed ; 
But now I've gotten for my reward 

The gallows tree to tread. 

" I charge ye all, ye mariners, 

When ye sail ower the faem, 90 

Let neither my father nor mother get wit, 

But that I'm coming hame. 

" I charge ye all, ye mariners, 

That sail upon the sea, 
Let neither my father nor mother get wit » 

This dog's death I'm to die. 

" For if my father and mother got wit, 

And my bold brethren three, 
O mickle wad be the gude red blude 

This day wad be spilt for me ! loo 

" O little did my mother ken. 

That day she cradled me, 
The lands I was to travel in, 

Or the death I was to die ! " 



MARY HAMILTON. 

From Motherwell's MituiTelig, p. 311. 

s set of the baJlad, from its direct alluaioD to 
' the Savin-tree, a clue is, perhaps, aflbnled 
I how the poor mediciuer mentioned by Knox 

implicated in the crime of Mary Hamilton. 
o be noted aa a feature in this Tersion of the 
ich does not occur in any heretofore printed, 
onate heroine's proud and indignant apurn- 

after her character had been tainted by the 

s, sentence of condemnation. In another 
le ballad, also obt^ned from recitation, this 
is, perhaps, still m(n« Ibrcibly ezprccaed ; at 
it is more appropriate as being addressed to 
The whole concluding yerses of this copy, 
s they somewhat do from the version adopted 

it has been thought worth while to preserve. 

tut bring to me b cap," aha aays, 



d I will drink 


to aU my rriend 


iad they'll dri 


k to me again 


re's lo you, all travellsni. 


Who travel by 


and or Ma; 


t na «it to my 


falher nor moth 


the death that 


1 muet die. 


re'B to you, all 


traveller^ 
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That travel on dry land ; 
Let na wit to my father or mother 

But 1 am coming hame. 
little did my mother think, 

First time she cradled me, 
What land 1 was to travel on, 

Or what death 1 would die. 
little did my mother think, 

First time she tied my head, 
What land I was to tread upon, 

Or whare I would win my bread. 
Yestreen Queen Mary had four Maries ; 

This night she'll hae but three ; 
She had Mary Seaton, and Mary Beaton, 

And Mary Carmichael, and me. 
Yestreen I wush Queen Mary's feet, 

And bore her till her bed ; 
This day she's given me my reward. 

The gallows tree to tread.' 
Cast aff, cast aflf my gown," she said, 
" But let my petticoat be; 
And tye a napkin on my face, 

For that gallows I downa see." 
By and cam the King himseli, 

Look'd up wi' a pitiful ee: 
" Come down, come down, Mary Hamilton ; 

This dav thou wilt dine with me." 
" Hold your tongue, my sovereign liege. 

And let your folly be ; 
An ye had had a mind to save my life, 

Ye should na hae shamed me here ! " 

** The copy of the ballad from which the above 
extitact is given, begins with this verse : 

" There were three ladies, they lived in a bower. 

And but they were fair; 
The youngest o' them is to the King's court. 

To learn some unco lair.'* 
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is another Temon in wbicb the berobe i^ 
ary Mj-lea, or Myle ; but Myle la probably 
on of the epithet 'nuld^' wbicb occura,in 
int pven in the North Counlrie Garland." 

TBX.L. 

IKE lived a knight into the North, 
nd he had daughtera three : 
ane of them was a barber's wife, 
he other a gay ladie ; 

the youngest o' them to Scothind is gane 
he Queen's Mary to be ; s 

for a' that they could say or do, 
orbidden she wouldna be. 

prince's bed it was sae safi, 

be spices they were sae fine, u 

t out of it she could not lye 

''bile ahe was scarce fifteen. 

s gaae to the garden gay 

pu' of the savin tree ; 

for a' that she could say or do, u 

be babie it would not die. 



a TOwed it in 


her handkerchief, 


lie threw it i 


the 


sea: 


i,— " Sink ye 


sw 


m ye, my bonnie babe 



MARY HAMILTON. 123, 

Queen Mary came tripping down the stair, 
Wi* the gold strings in her hair : 

" O whare's the little babie," she says, 
" That I heard greet sae sair ? " 

" O hald your tongue, Queen Mary, my dame, 
Let all those words go free ; 26 

It was mysell wi' a fit o' the sair colic, 
I was sick just like to die." 

" O hald your tongue, Mary Hamilton, 
Let all those words go free ; so 

where is the little babie 
That I heard weep by thee ? " 

" I rowed it in my handkerchief, 
And threw it in the sea ; 

1 bade it sink, I bade it swim, 8s 
It would get nae mair o* me." 

" O wae be to thee, Mary Hamilton, 

And an iU deid may you die ; 
For if you had saved the babie's life. 

It nlight hae been an honour to thee. 40 

" Busk ye, busk ye, Mary Hamilton, 

O busk ye to be a bride ; 
For I am going to Edinburgh town 

Your gay wedding to bide. 



HAny HAUILTOK. 

fou must not put on your robes of black, u 
Nor yet your robea of brown ; 
it you must put on your yellow gold stufis, 
To shine tbro' Edinburgh town." 

will not put on my robes of black, 
Nor yet my robes of brown ( » 

it I will put on my yellow gold stufTe, 
To shine thro' Eijinbui^h town." 

she went up the Parliament Close, 
A riding on her horse, 
lere she saw many a burgess' lady u 

Sit greeting at the cross. 

) what means a' this greeting ? 

Tm sure it's nae for me ; 

ir I'm come this day to Edinburgh town, 

Weel wedded for to be." oo 

hen she gade up the Parliament stair. 
She gied loud lauchtera three ; 
t ere that she had come down again, 
3be was condemned K> die. 

I little did my mother think, « 

riie day she prinned my gown, 
at I was to come ^ae far frae hame 
To be hanged in Edinburgh town. 
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" what'll my poor father think, 

As be comes through the town, m 

To see the face of his MoHj fair 

Hanging on the gallows pin ? 

" Here's a health to the mariners 

That plough the raging main ; 
Let neither my mother nor father ken 's 

But I'm coining hame again. 

" Here's a health to the sailors 

That sail upon the sea ■^ 
Let neither my mother nor ikther kea 

That I came here to die. » 

" Yestreen the Queen had four Maries, 
This night shell hae but three ; 

There was Mary Beaton, and Mary Seaton, 
And Mary Cannichael and me." 

" O hald your tongue, Mary Hamilton, " 

Let all those words go free ; 
This night ere ye be hanged 

Ye shall gang hame wi' me." 

"O hald your tongue. Queen Mary, my dame, 
Le( all those words go free ; » 

Since I have come to Edinburgh town, 
It's hanged I shall be ; 

For it shall ne'er be said that in your court 
I was condemned to die." 



SSSIE BELL AND MARY GRAY. 

Lyle's Ancient Ballads and Son^s, p. 160, 
was printed aa collated " from the sin^g of 
, persona, oae of them a native of PertJishire." 
■e two veraona slightJj difiering from tbe pres- 
le in Cunningham's Songs of Scotland, iji. 
ned &om Sir Walter SiiOtt, and another in 
■s'a Scottish BaUads, p. 146, recovered by Mr, 

Bamaay wrote a song with the same title, be- 
irith the first afanza of the ballad, ( Tea Table 
W, '■ TO.) 

ory of the unfortunate heroinea is thus given 
ibera : " Besae Bell and Mary Gray were the 
a of two country gentlemen in the neighbor- 
FeHh ; and an intimate friendship subsisted 
them. Bes«e Bell, daughter of the L^rd of 
., happening to be on a visit to Mary Gray, at 
:r'a houae of Lynedoch, when the plague of 
ke out, to avoid the infection, the two young 
lilt themselves a bower in a very tedted and 
spot, called the Burn-braes, about three quar- 
mile westward &om Lynedoch House ; where 
ded for some time, supplied with food, it is 
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said, by a young gentleman of Perth, who was in love 
with them both. The disease was mifortunately com- 
municated to them by their lover, and proved fatal ; 
when, according to custom in cases of the plague, they 
were not buried in the ordinary parochial place of 
sepulture, but in a sequestered spot, called the Dronach 
Haugh, at the foot of a brae of the same name, upon 
the banks of the River Almond." 

Bessy Bell an' Mary Gray, 
They were twa bonnie lassies ; 

They biggit a house on yon burn-brae, 
An* theekit it o'er wi' rashes. 

They theekit it o'er wi' birk and brume, « 
They theekit it o'er wi' heather, 

Till the pest cam frae the neib'rin town 
An' streekit them baith thegither. 

They were na' buried in Meffen kirk-yard, 
Amang the rest o' their kin ; lo 

But they were buried by Dornoch haugh, 
On the bent before the sun. 

Sing, Bessy Bell an' Mary Gray, 

They were twa bonnie lasses, 
Wha* biggit a bower on yon bum-brae, n 

An' theekit it o'er wi' thrashes. 



THE CHILDREN DJ THE WOOD. 

s Children in the Wood ia perhaps the most pop- 

f all English ballads. Its merit b attested by the 
it baa enjojed witb bo maDf geaeratioDs, and 
indicated to a cold and artificial age by the 
' pen of Addison. The editor of tbe Reliqaes 
it that the subject was taken from an old phty, 
bed in 1601, "of a young child murthered in a 
by two mffins, with the consent of his unkle," 
itson discovered diat the ballad was entered in 
ationers' Beg^sters in 159S. The plot of the plsv 
ndoubtedlf derived irom the Italian, and the 
' of tbe ballad tsa-j have Inki'ii ^ hint from the 

aj'a edition, (Reliquea, in. 31 S,) which we have 
:d, was printed litnn two old copies, one of them 
:k-letter, in the Pepya collection. The full title 
; Children in ihe Wood, or, The Norfolk Gertlle- 
Laat WUl and Testament. To Ihe Tune of Rogero, 
ilopies slightly varying irom Percy's may be seen 
Tollficlion of Old Ballads, (1 723,) i. 221 ; Ritson's 
i( Song.', ii. 150 ; The Book of British Ballads, 
and Moore's Pictorial Book of Ancient Ballad 
r, p. 866. ■ 
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Now ponder well, you parents deare, 

These wordes which I shall write ; 
A doleful story you shall heare, 

In time brought forth to light. 
A gentleman of good account t 

In Norfolke dwelt of late, 
Who did m honour far surmount 

Most men of his estate. 

Sore sicke he was, and like to dye, 
No helpe his life could save ; w 

His wife by him as sicke did lye, 
And both possest one grave. 

No love between these two was lost, 
Each was to other kinde ; 

In love they liv'd, in love they dyed, is 

And left two babes behinde : 

The one a fine and pretty boy, 

Not passing three yeares olde ; 
The other a girl more young than he. 

And fram'd in beautyes molde. so 

The father left his little soi), 

As plainlye doth appeare, 
When he to perfect age should come, 

Three hundred poundes a yeare. 

And to his little daughter Jane 2s 

Five hundred poundes in gold, 
VOL. in. 9 
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To be paid downe on mairiage-da;', 
Which might not be controU'd : 

But if the children chance to dje, 
Ere they to age should come, 

'^eir uncle should poesesse their wealth ; 
For 80 the nille did run. 

Now, brother," eaid the dying man, 

" Look to my children deare ; 
e good unto my boy and girl, 

No friendcB else have they here : 
G!od and you I recommend 

My children deare this daye ; 
ut little while be sure we have 

Within this world to staye. 

You mu^t be father and mother both. 

And uncle all in one ; 
od knowes what will become of them, 

When I am dead and gone." 
''ith that bespake their mother deare, 

" O brother kinde," quoth shee, 
You are th^ man must bring our babes 

To wealth or miserie : 

And if you keep them carefully. 

Then God will you reward ; 
ut if you otherwise should deal, 

God will your deedes regard." 
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With lippes as cold as any stone, 

They kist their children small : 
" God bless you both,, my children deare ;" « 

With that the teares did fall. 

These speeches then their brother spake 

To this sicke couple there : 
" The keeping of your little ones, 

Sweet sister, do not feare. w 

Grod never prosper me nor mine. 

Nor aught else that I have, 
If I do wrong your children deare. 

When you are layd in grave." 

The parents being dead and gone, « 

The children home he takes, 
And bringes them straite unto his house, 

Where much of them he makes. 
He had not kept these pretty babes 

A twelvemonth and a daye, to 

But, for their wealth, he did devise 

To make them both awaye. 

He bargained with two rufl&ans strong. 

Which were of furious mood, 
That they should take these children young, 

And slaye them in a wood. ?*J 

He told his wife an artful tale. 

He would the children send 
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>e brought up in i&ire London, 
'^ith one that was his friend. 

Lj then went those pretty babes, 
ejoycing at that tide, 
•jcing with a meriy minde, 
hey should on cock-horse ride. 
y prate and prattle pleasantly, 
8 they rode on the waje, 
hose that should their butchers be, 
nd work their lives decaye : 

hat the pretty speeche they had, 
[ade Murder's heart relent : 
they that undertooke the deed, 
ull sore did ngw repent, 
one of them more hard of heart, 
id vowe to do his charge, 
nuse the wretch, that hired him, 
aA paid him very large. 

other won't agree thereto, 
J here they fall to strife ; 
[i one another they did fight, 
bout the childrena life : 

he that was of mildest mood, 
id slaye the other there, 
bin an unfrequented wood ; 
he babes did quake for feare I 
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He took the children by the hand, i^'^ 

Teares standing in their eye, 
And bad them straitwaye follow him. 

And look they did not crye : , 
And two long miles he ledd them on, 

While they for food complaine : no 

** Staye here," quoth he, " Fll bring you bread. 

When I come back againe." 

These pretty babes, with hand in hand, 

Went wandering up and downe ; 
But never more could see the man ns 

Approaching from the towne : 
Their prettye lippes with blackberries. 

Were all besmear'd and dyed. 
And when they sawe the darksome night. 

They sat them downe and cryed. la) 

Thus wandered these poor innocents, 

Till deathe did end their grief. 
In one anothers armes they died. 

As wanting due relief: 
No burial this pretty pair 125 

Of any man receives, 
Till Robin-red-breast piously 

Did cover them with leaves. 

And now the heavy wrathe of God 

Upon their uncle fell ; lao 

126, these. . . .babes, PP. 



THE CHILDBRN D* TBB WOOD. 

"ea, fearfull RenAa did haunt hU house, 

His conscience fek an hell; 
lia barnes were fir'd, his goodes consum'c 

His l&ndes were barren made, 
lis cattle dyed within the field, 

And nothing with him stayd. 

ind in the voyage of Portugal 

Two of his sonnes did dye ; 
jid to conclude, himselfe was brought 

To want and miserye : 
le pawn'd and mortgaged all his land 

Ere seven years came about, 
.nd now at length this wicked act 

Did by this meanes come out : 

'he fellowe, that did take in hand 
These children for to kill, 

fas for a robbery judg'd to dye, 
Such was God's blessed will : 

Hio did confess the very truth, 
As here hath been display'd : 

'heir uncle having dyed in gaol, 
Where he for debt was layd, 

'ou that esecutors be made, 
Ando 



" A. D. 1686. Dr. Percj, not knowing that Uie ltx\ 
to a partionl&r erent, bas altered it to a voyage li 
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Of children that be fatherlees, 
And infants mild and meek ; 

Take you example by this thing. 
And yield to each bis right, 

Lest God with such like miaerje 
Your wicked misdt requite. 



HUGH OF LINCOLN. 

In the year 1255, we are told by Matthew Paris, in 
his account of the reign of Henry III., th^ Jews of 
Lincohi stole a boy, named Hugh, of the age of eight 
years, whom, after torturing for ten days, they crucified 
before a large council of their people, in contempt 
of the death of the founder of Christianity .3 The boy 
was sought by his mother in the house of a Jew, 
which he had been seen to enter, and his body was 
found in a pit. The occupant of the house being 
seized, acknowledged the crime, and avowed, besides, 
that the like was committed nearly every year by his 
nation. Notwithstanding the promise of impunity by 
which this confession had been obtained, the wretch 
who made it was tied to the tail of a horse and dragged 
to the gallows, and after a judicial investigation, 
eighteen of the richest and most distinguished Jews 
in Lincoln were hanged for participation in the mur- 
der, while many more were detained as prisoners in 
the Tower of London. On the other hand, the. body 
of the child was buried with the honors of a martyr in 
Lincoln Cathedral, where a construction, assumed 
without reason to be his tomb, is still shown. The 
remains of a young person, found near this spot in 
1791, were at once taken for granted to be those of 



HUGH OF LTNOOLW. 137 

the sainted infant, and drawings were made of the 
relics, which may be seen among the works of the 
artist Giimm in the British Museum. 

Several stories of the same tenor are reported by 
the English chroniclers. It may be doubted whether 
there is a grain of truth in any of them, although it 
would be no wonder if the atrocious injuries inflicted 
on the Jews should, in an instance or two, have pro- 
voked a bloody retaliation, even from that tribe whose 
badge has always been sufferance. The annual sac- 
rifice of a Christian child, in mockery of the crucifixion 
of Jesus, is on a par for credibility with the mira- 
cles which are said to have followed the death of those 
innocents. 

The exquisite tale which Chaucer has put into the 
mouth of the Prioress exhibits nearly the same inci- 
dents as the following ballad. The legend of Hugh 
of Lincoln was widely Yimous. Michel has published 
an Anglo-Norman ballad, (Hugo de Lincolnia,) on the 
subject, which appears to be almost contemporary with 
the event recorded by Matthew Paris, and is certainly 
of the times of Henry HI. The versions of the Eng- 
lish ballad are quite numerous. We give here those 
of Percy, Herd, and Jamieson, and two others in 
the Appendix. Besides these, fragments have been 
printed in Sir Egerton Brydges's Restituia, i. 381, 
Halliwell's Ballads and Poems respecting Hugh of 
Lincoln, (1849,) and in Notes and Queues, vol. viii. 
614, and vol. ix. 320. The most complete of all the 
versions is to be found in the new edition of the 
Musical Museum, vol. iv. p. 500; but that copy is 
evidently made up from others previously published. 
See, for a collection of most o^ the poetry, and of mucb 
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curious information on the imputed cruelties of the 
Jews, Michel's Hugues de Lincoln, and Hume's Sir 
Hugh of Lincoln, The whole subject is critically 
examined in the London Athenceum for Dec. 15, 1849. 
" The text of the following edition has been given 
verbatim^ as the editor took it down from Mrs. Brown's 
recitation ; and in it two circumstances are preserved, 
which are neither to be found in any of the former 
editions, nor in any of the chronicles in which the 
transaction is recorded ; but which are perfectly in the 
character of those times, and tend to enhance the 
miracles to which the discovery is attributed. The 
first of these is, that, in order that the whole of this 
infamous sacrifice might be of a piece, and every pos- 
sible outrage shown to Christianity, the Jews threw 
the child's body into a well dedicated to the Virgin 
Mary; and tradition says, that it was * through the 
might of Our Ladie,' that the dead body was permitted 
to speak, and to reveal the horrid story to the discon- 
solate mother. The other is, the voluntary ringing of 
the bells, &c., at his funeral The sound of conse- 
crated bells was supposed to have a powerful effect in 
driving away .evil spirits, appeasing storms, &c., and 
they were believed to be inspired with sentiments and 
perceptions which were often manifested in a very 
miraculous manner." Jamieson's Popular Ballads^ 
i. 139-156. 



Four and twenty bonny boys 

Were playing at the ba' ; 
And by it came him, sweet Sir Hugh, 

And he play'd.o'er them a'. 
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He kick'd the ba' with his right foot, a 

And catch'd it wi' his knee ; 
And throuch-and-thro' the Jew's window, 

He gar*d the bonny ba' flee. 

He's doen him to the Jew's castell, 

And walk'd it round about ; lo 

And there he saw the Jew's daughter 
At the window looking out. 

" Throw down {he ba', ye Jew's daughter. 

Throw down the ba' to me ! " 
" Never a bit," says the Jew's daughter, is 

" Till up to me come ye." 

" How will I come up ? How can I come up ? 

How can I come to thee ? 
For as ye did to my auld father. 

The same ye'll do to me." 20 

She's gane till her father's garden, 
And pu'd an apple, red and green ; 

'Twas a' to wyle him, sweet Sir Hugh, 
And to entice him in. 

She's led him in through ae dark door, 25 

And sae has she thro' nine ; 
She's laid him on a dressing table, 

And stickit him like a swine. 
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And first came out the thick, ^kk blood, 
And syne came out the thin ; ao 

And syne came out the bonny heart's blood ; 
There was nae mair within. 

She's row'd him in a cake o' lead, 

Bade him lie still and sleep ; 
She's thrown him in Our Lady's draw well, ss 

Was fifty fathom deep. 

When bells were rung, and mass was sung, 

And a' the bairns came hame. 
When every lady gat hame her son. 

The Lady Maisry gat nane. « 

She's ta'en her mantle her about, 

Her coffer by the hand ; 
And she's gane out to seek her son. 

And wander'd o'er the land. 

She's doen her to the Jew's castdl, « 

Where a' were fast asleep ; 
" Gin ye be there, my sweet Sir Hugh, 

I pray you to me speak.*? 

She's doen her to the Jew's garden. 

Thought he had been gathering fruit ; 50 

" Gin ye be there, my sweet Sir Hugh, 
I pray you to me speak." 
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She near'd Our Lady's deep draw-well, 

Was fifty fathom, deep ; 
" Whare'er ye be, my sweet Sir Hugh, « 

I pray you to me speak." 

" Gae hame, gae hame, my mither dear ; 

Prepare my winding sheet ; 
And, at the back o' merry Lincoln, 

The mom I will you meet." eo 

Now Lady Maisry is gane hame ; 

Made him a winding sheet ; 
And, at the back o' merry Lineoh), 

The dead corpse did her meet. 

And a' the bells o' merry Lincoln, es 

Without men's hands were rung ; 

And a' the books o* merry Lincoln, 
Were read without man's tongue ; 

And ne'er was such a burial 

Sin Adam's days begun. . to 



Sm HUGH. 

From Herd's SeoUM Bongt, i. 167. 

the boys of merry Liakim 
War playing at Ihe ba', 
I up it stands him eweet Sir Hugh, 
The flower among them a'. 

i keppit the ba' thaa wi' his foot, ■ 

ind catcht it wi' his knee, 

d even in at the Jew's window, 

[le gart the bonny ba' flee. 

^t out the ba' to me, fair mtud, 

I^t out the ba' to me." « 

ii never a bit of it," she says, 

' Till ye come up to me. 

ome up, aweet Hugh, come up, dear Muglt, 
>me up and get the ba' ; " 
winna come, I mayna come, i" 

Without my bonny boys a'." 



/ 
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" Come up, sweet Hugh, come up, dear Hugh, 

Come up and speak to me ; " 
^' I majna come, I winna come. 

Without my bpmiy boys three." 20 

She's taen her to the Jew's garden, 
Whar the grass grew lang and green. 

She's pu'd an apple red and white. 
To wyle the bonny boy in. 

She's wyled him in through ae chamber, 25 
She's wyled him in through twa. 

She's wyled him in till her ain chamber, 
The flower out owr them a'. 

She's }aid him on a dresdn board, 

Wbar she did often dine ; so 

She stack a penknife to his heart. 
And dress'd him like a swine. 

She row'd him in a cake of lead. 

Bade him ly still and sleep, 
She threw him i' the Jew's draw-well, m 

It was fifty fathom deep. 

Whan bells were rung, and mass was sung, 

And a' man bound to bed. 
Every lady got home her son, 

But sweet Sir Hugh was dead. 



THE JEW'S DAUGHTER. 

From Percy's Reliques, i. 40 ; printed from a manu- 
script copy sent from Scotland. 

Mirryland toune is a corruption of Merry Lincoln, 
and not, as Percy conjectured, of Mailand (Mian) 
town. In Motherwdl's copy we have Maitland town. 

The r^n rins doun through Mirry-Jand toune, 

Sae dois it doune the Pa : 
8ae dois the lads of Mirry-land toune, 

Quhan they play at the ba'. 

Than out and cam the Jewis docbter, « 

Said, " Will ye cum in and dine ? " 

" I winnae cum in, I cannae cum in, 
Without my play^feres nine." 

Scho powd an apple reid and white, 

To intice the zong thing in : w 

Scho powd an apple white and reid. 
And that the sweit baime did win. 
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And 8cho has taine out a little pen-knife, 

And low down by her gair ; 
Scho has twin'd the zong thing and his life ; u 

A word he nevir spak nuur. 

And out and cam the iAdck thick bluid, 

And out and cam the thin ; 
And out and cam the hoanj herts bluid : 

Thair was nae life left in. 20 

Scho laid him on a dressing horde, 

And drest him like a swine, 
And laughing said, ^ Grae nou and plej 

With zour sweit plaj-feres nine." 

Scho rowd him in a cake of lead, 25 

Bade him lie stil and sleip ; 
Scho cast him in a deip draw-well, 

Was G£ty fadom deip. 

Quhan bells wer rung, and mass was sung, 
And every lady went hame, » 

Then ilka lady bad her zong sonne, 
Bot Lady Helen had nane. 

Scho rowd hir mantil hir about. 

And sair sair gan she weip. 
And she ran into the Jewis cast^l, ss 

Quhan they wer all asleip. 
VOL. in. 10 
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" My bonny Sir Hew, my pretty Sir Hew, 

I pray thee to me speik : ** 
" lady, rinn to the deip draw-well, 

Gin ze zour sonne wad seik." « 

Lady Helen ran to the deip draw-well. 

And knelt upon her kne : 
" My bonny Sir Hew, and ze be here, 

I pray thee speik to me." 

*' The lead is wondrous heavy, mither, tf 

Tlie well is wondrous deip ; 
A keen pen-knife sticks in my hert, 

A word I dounae speik. 

'^ Gae hame, gae hame, my mither deir, 
Fetch me my windling sheet, « 

And at the back o' Mirry-land toun, 
Its thair we twa sail meet." 



k 



SIR PATRICK SPENCE. 
From Percy's ReUqueSy i. 81. 

The event upon which this ballad is founded, if it 
has been rightly ascertained, belongs to a remote 
period in Scottiah history. Margaret, the daughter 
of Alexander HL, was, in the year 1281, betrothed 
to Eric, prince of Norway. The bride was conducted 
to her husband by a splendid conyoy of knights and 
nobles, and in the month of August was crowned 
queen. In returning from the celebration of the nup- 
tials, many of the Scottish escort were lost at sea, and 
among those who perished was Sir Patrick Spence, we 
are to suppose. 

It is in conformity with this view of the origin of 
the ballad, (the suggestion of Motherwell,) that in 
Buchan's version the object of the voyage is said to be 
to take the king's daughter, now " a chosen queen,** to 
Norway. In Scott's edition, on the other hand. Sir 
Patrick is deputed to bring home the king of Norway's 
daughter. To explidn this circumstance in the story. 
Sir Walter is forced to suppose that an unsuccessful 
and unrecorded embassy was sent, when the death of 
Alexander UI. had left the Scottish throne vacant, to 
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bring the only daughter of Eric and Margaret, styled 
hy historians the Maid of Norway, to the kingdom of 
which, after her grandfather's demise, she became the 
heir. That such an embassy, attended with so disas- 
trous consequences to the distinguished persons who 
would compose it, should be entirely unnoticed by the 
chroniclers is, to say the least, exceedingly improbable. 
The question concerning the historical basis of the 
ballad would naturally lose much of its interest, were 
any importance attached to the arguments by which 
its genuineness has been lately assailed. These are so 
trivial as hardly to admit of a statement. The claims 
oi the composition to a high antiquity are first disputed, 
{Musical Museuniy new ed., iv. 457*,) on the ground 
that such a piece was never heard of till it was sent to 
Percy by some of his correspondents in Scotland, with 
other ballads of (assumed) questionable authority. 
But even the ballad of Sir Hugh is liable to any im- 
peachment that can be extracted from these circum- 
stances, since it was first made known by Percy, and 
was transmitted to him from Scotland, (for aught we 
know, in suspicious company,) while its story dates also 
from the 13th century. Then, " an ingenious friend" 
having remarked to Percy that some of the phrases of 
Hardyknute seemed to have been borrowed from <&> 
Patrick Spence and other old Scottish songs, this ob- 
servation, combined with the fact that the localities 
of Dunfermline and Aberdour are in the neighborhood 
of Sir Henry WardlaVs estate, leads to a conjecture 
that Lady Wardlaw may have been the author of Sir 
Patrick Spence, as she is known to have been of 
Hardyknute. It could never be deemed fair to argue 
from those resemblances which give plausibility to a 
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counterfeit to the spurionsness o£ the <»iginal, but 
in ^t there is no resemblaiice in the two pieces. 
Hardyknute is recognized at once by an ordinary critic 
to be a modem producti<m, and is, notwithstanding 
the praise it has received, a tame and tiresome one 
besides. Sir Patrick Spencer on the other hand, if not 
ancient, has been always accepted as such by the most 
skilful judges, and is a solitary instance of a successful 
imitation, in manner and spirit, of the best specimens 
of authentic minstr^y. , 

It is not denied that this ballad has suffered, like 
others, by corruption and interpolations, and it is not, 
therefore, maintained that hats and c(M'k-heeld shoon 
are of the 13th century. 

We have assigned to Percy's copy the first place, 
because its brevity and directness give it a peculiar 
vigor. Scott's edition follows, made up from two MS. 
copies, (one of which has been printed in Jamieson's 
Popular Ballads, i. 157,) collated with several verses 
recited by a friend. Buchan's version, obtained from 
recitation, is in the Appendix. The variations in re- 
cited copies are numerous : some specimens are given 
by Motherwell, p. xlv. 



The king sits ia Dtunferling ^ tOune, 
Drinking the blude-feid wJne : 

" quh|u* will I get guid sailor, 
To sail this schip of mine ? " 



1. The palace of Dunfermline was the favorite residence 
of King Alexander III. 
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ind apak an eldem knicht, 
it at the kings ricbt kne : 
Patrick Spence ia the best saiktr, 
lat sails npon tbe se." 

king has written a brtud letter, 
id signd it wi' bis baod, 
sent it to Sir Patrick Spence, 
as walking on (l^e sand. 

first line that Sir Patrick red, 
loud lauch laucbed he : 
next line that Sir Patrick red, 
le teir blinded his ee. 

luha is this has don this deid, 
lis ill deid don to me ; 
ind me out this time o' the zeir, 
I sail npon the se P 

k hast, mak haste, m^ mirry men all, 
IF guid schip sails the mome." 
ay na eae, tay master deir, 
ir I feir a deadlie atcome. 

* late yestreen I saw the new moone 
i* the auld moone in hir arme ; 
I feir, I feir, my deir master, 
■at we will com to harme." 
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our Soots nobles wer licht laith 

To weet their cork-heild schoone ; » 

Bot lang owre a' the play wer playd, 
Thair hats they swam aboone. 

lang, lang, may their ladies sit 

Wi' thair fans into their hand, 
Or eir they se Sir Patrick Spence » 

Cum sailing to the land. 

O lang, lang, may the ladies stand 
Wi' thair gold kems in their hair. 

Waiting for thair ain deir lords. 

For thejr'll se thame na mair. ^ 

Have owl^, have owre to Aberdour, 

It's fiftie fadom deip : 
And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spence, 

Wi' the Soots lords at his felt 



SIR PATRICK SPENS. 

MintlTtlts aflkt SeoUith Border, i. 299. 

Lging, the iateijection O is added to tbe second 
rth lines. 

IE king sits in Dunfennline town, 
Drinking the blude-red wine ; 
> whare will I get a skeel^ skipper 
To (tail thia new ^p of mine ? " 

up and spake an eldnn knight, ' 

Sat at the king's right ksee : 
itr Fatridi Spena is the beet wilor 
That ever uuled Hie sea." 

r king has written a bnud letter, 
And sealed it with hia hand, » 

id sent it to Sir Patrick Spens, 
Was walking on the strand. 

'o Noroway, to Noroway, 

To Noroway o'er the faem ; 

e king's daughter of Noroway, i» 

Tis thou maun bring her bame ! " 
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The first word that Sir Patiiek read, 

Sae load kmd langhed he* 
The neist word f^at Sir Patridt read. 

The tear blindit his e^e. ao 

^ O vrhh is this has done this deed, 

And tauld the king o' me, 
To send us out at this time o( the year, 

To sail upon the sea ? 

" Be it wind, be it weet, be it hail, be it sleet, 
Our ship must sail liie faem ; 26 

The king's daughter of Nwoway, 
*Tis we must fetch her hame." 

They hoysed their sftils on Monenday mom 
Wi' a* the speed ^ey may ; so 

They hae landed in Noroway 
Upon a Wodensday. 

They hadna been a week, a week, 

In Noroway, but twae, 
When that the lords o' Noroway 85 

Began aloud to say : 

" Ye Scottishmen spend a' our king's goud. 

And a' our queenis fee." 
" Ye lie, ye lie, ye liars loud ! 

Fu* loud I hear ye lie I 40 
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" For I brou^t as much white monie 
Ab gftne mj men and me, — 
id I btxiagbt a balf-fou o' gude red goud 
>it o'er the sea m' me. 

lake ready, make ready, my menymeo a' ! 
5ur gude ship saiU the mom," « 

Tow, ever aJake ! my master dear, 
[ fear a deadly atonn ! 

taw the DOW moon, late yestreen, 
liVi'the aald moon in her arm ; m 

d if we gang to sea, master, 
; fear well come to harm." 

ey hadna sailed a league, a league, 
1 league, but barely three, 
len the lift grew dark, and the wind blew 
loud, » 

^d gurly grew the sea. 

i ankers brak, and the topmasts lap, 
.t was sic a deadly storm ; 
i the waves came o'er the broken ship, 
rill a' her sides were torn. * 

where will I get a gude sailor, 
?o take my helm in hand^ 
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Till I get up to the tall topmast, 
To see if I can spy land ? " 

" O here am I, a sailor gude, es 

To take the hehn in hand, 
Till you go up to the tall topmast, — 

But I fear you'll ne'er spy land." 

He hadna gane a step, a step, 

A step, but barely ane, 70 

When a bout flew out o£ our goodly ship. 

And the salt sea it came in. 

'^ Grae fetch a web o' the silken claith, 

Another o* the twine, 
And wap them into our ship's side, n 

And letna the sea come in." 

They fetched a web o' the silken daith, 

Another o' the tviine, 
And they wapped them roun' that gude ship's 

side, 
* But still the sea came in. ao 

" O laith laith were our gude Scots lords 
To weet their cork-heeled shoon ! 

But laog or a' the play was played, 
They wat their hats aboon. 
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monj was the feather-bed 
lat flatter'd on the &em ; 
monj was the gude h>rd's son 
lat never mair cam hame. 

ladyes wraog their flngero white, 
le nuudena tore their hair ; 
r the sake of their true loves, 
r them thejil see nae mair. 

ig kmg may the ladyes ut, 
i' ihdir tana into their hand, 
■e they see Sir Patrick Spens 
me saifittg to the atmad I 

lang iROg maj the maidens sit, 
i' their goud kaima in their hair, 
liting for their ain dear loves, 
r then tbey'tt see nae mair. 

ly miles off Aberdeen 

3 My fathoms deep, 

Jiere lies gwde Sir Patrick Spena * 

' the Scots lords at his feet 



BOOK V. 



KING ESTMERE. 
From ReUquei of EngUth Poetry, L 66. 

" This romantic legend," says Percy, " is given from 
two copies, one of them in tlie Editor's folio MS., but 
which contained very great yariations.'' This second 
copy has been conjectured to be of Percy's own 
making, the ballad never having been heiard of by any 
one else, out of his manuscript Judging from the 
internal evidence, the alterations made in the printed 
text were not very serious. 

King Easter and King Wester have appeared in the 
ballad of Pause Foodrage, (vol. iii. p. 40.) In another 
version of the samei, they are called the Eastmure king 
and the TY^stni^u'e king, (Motherwell's Minstrelsy, p. 
lix.) There is also a tale cited in the Complaynt of 
Scotland^ (i. 98,) of a king of Estmureland that mar- 
ried the daughter of the king of Westmureland. This 
is plausibly su{^)06ed by Bitson to have been a romance 
of Horn, in which case the two countries should mean 
England and Ireland. For the nonce, we are told that 
King Estmere was an English prince, and we may, 
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s, infer from the eighth stanza diat King Ad- 
dotoiDions were on the same ialaad. But no 
: of inquiiy can be more idle than the geographj- 



&BEEN to me, gentlemen, 

lome and yqu shall heare ; 

tell yon of two of the boldest brethrCD, 

Tiat ever bom y-were. 

; tone of them was Adler jonge, 
"he tother was kjng Estmere ; 
ly were as bolde men in their deedes 
LS any were, fan- aud neare. 

they were drinking ale and mae 
Vithin kyng Estmeres halle, 
"hen will ye many a wyfe, brother, 
L wyfe to gladd as all ? " 

m bespake him kyng £stmere, 
md answered htm hartalye : 
knowe not that ladye in any lande, 
Tiat b able to marry with mee." 

yng Adland hath a daughter, brother, 
len call her bright aud aheene ; 
were kyng here in your stead, 
"hat ladye shold be queene." 
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Sayes, ** Reade me, reade me, deare brother. 

Throughout meny England, 
Where we might find a messenger 

Betweene us two to sende." 

Sayes, " You shall tjde yourselfe, brother, 25 

He beare you companee ; 
Many throughe fals messengers are deceived. 

And I feare lest soe shold wee." 

Thus they renisht them to ryde 

On twoe good renisht steedes, ao 

And when they came to kyng Adlands halle. 

Of red golde shone their weedes. 

And when they came to kyng Adlands halle. 

Before the goodlye yate, 
Ther they found good kyng Adland, as 

Rearing himselfe theratt 

" Nowe Christ thee save, good kyng Adland, 

Nowe Christ thee save and see : " 
Sayd, " You be welcome, kyng Estmere, 

Right hartilye to mee." « 

« 

" You have a daughter," sayd Adler yonge, 
^' Men call h6r bright and sheene ; 

27. MS. Many a man ... is. 
TOL. ni. 11 
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brother wold marrye her to hia wi^ 
f Englande to be queene." 

isterdaje was att mj dere daught«r 
he king his sonne of Spajn ; 
then she nicked him of naye ; 
feare sheele do yoae the same." 

le kyng of Spajne is a foule paynim, 
nd 'leeveth on Mahound, 
pitye it were that fayre ladye 
hold marrye a heathen hound." 

It grant to me," Bayes k^og Estmere, 
For my love I yon praye, 
1 1 may see your daughter dere 
efore I goe hence awaye." 

thoughe itt is seven yeare snd more 
Yth my daughter was in halle, 
shall come downe once for your sake, 
glad my guests alle." 

me then came that mayden fayre, 
nth ladyes lacede in pall, 

balfe a hondred of bolde kni^ies, 
o bring her from bowre to hall, 

eke as manye gentle squierea, 
o waite upon them all. 
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The talents of golde were on her head sette, 

Hunge lowe downe to her knee ; 
And everye rjnge on her small finger 

Shone of the chrystaJl free. to 

Sajes, " Christ you save, my deare madame," 
Sayes, " Christ you save and see : " 

Sayes, " You be welcome, kyng Estmere, 
Right welcome unto mee. 

" And iff you love me, as you saye, tb 

So well and hartilee, 
All that ever you are comen about 

Soone sped now itt may bee." 

Then bespake her father deare, 

" My daughter, I saye naye ; » 

Remember well the kyng of Spayne, 

What he sayd yesterdaye. 

" He wold pull downe my halles and castles, 

And reave me of my lyfe : 
And ever I feare that paynim kyng, ss 

Iff I reave him of his wyfe." 

" Your castles and your towres, father, 

Are stronglye built aboute ; 
And therefore of that foule paynim 

Wee neede not stande in doubte. so 
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^'-^t me jour troth nowe, kyng Esl- 
mere, 
heaven and jour righte hande, 
you will manye me to your wyfe, 
1 make me queene of your land." 

kyng Estmere he plight his troth » 

heaven and his righte haad, 

le wolde manye her to his wyfe, 

1 make her queene of his land. 

e tooke leave of that ladye fayre, 

cbe him dukes and lordea and knightes, 
t marryed they might bee. 

Iiad not ridden scant a myle, 
lyle forthe of the towne, 
did come the kynge of Spayne, <» 



did come the kyng of Spayne, 
ti manye a grimme barone, 
day to marrye kyng Adlands daugh- 



ter daye to carrye her home. 

hee eent after kyng Estmere, 
II the Bpede might bee, 
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That he must either returne and fighte, 
Or goe home and lose his ladye. 

One whyle then the page he went, us 

Another whyle he ranne ; 
Till he had oretaken king Estmere, 

Iwis he never hlanne. 

" Tydinges, tydinges, kyng Estmere ! " 

** What tjdinges nowe, my boye ? " 120 

" O tydinges I can tell to you, 
That will you sore annoye. 

^ You had not ridden scant a myle, 

A myle out of the towne. 
But in did come the kyng of Spayne iss 

With kempes many a one : 

" But in did come the kyng of Spayne 

With manye a grinmie barone. 
Tone day to manye kyng Adlands daugh- 
ter, 

Tother daye to carrye her home. lao 

• 

" That ladye fayre she greetes you well, 

And ever-more well by mee : 
You must either tume againe and fighte. 

Or goe home and lose your ladye." 
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, " Reade me, reade me, deare brother, 
reade ehaJl lyee at thee, " 

le way we best maj tiime and fighte, 
save this fajre ladye." 

' heaven to me," sayes Adler jonge, 
nd your reade must rise at me ; » 

klje will deviae a waje ' 
sette thy ladje free. 

mother was a westeme woman, 

1 learned in granuuye, 

rhen I learned at the scfaole, i> 

uethiog shee taught itt me. 

re groweth an hearbe within this fielde, 

1 iff it were but knowne, 

>Ior which is whyt^ and redd, 

rill make blacke and brornie. " 

color which is browne and blacke, 
will make redd and whj<te ; 
iword is not in all Englande, 
)D his coate will byte. 

you sbal be a harper, brother, » 

. of the north counlree ; 

1S6. US. tjAd, bat Bra v. 14D. 
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And He be your boje, so faine of fighte, 
To beare your harpe by your knee. 

^ And you shall be the best harper 

That ever tooke harpe in hand ; m 

And I will be the best singer 

That ever sung in this land. 

" Itt shal be written in our forheads, 

All and in grammarye, 
That we towe are the boldest men i» 

That are in all Christentye." 

And thus they renisht them to ryde, 

On towe good renish steedes ; 
And whan they came to king Adlands hall, 

Of redd gold shone their weedes. i7o 

And whan they came to kyng Adlands hall, 

Until! the fayre haJl yate, 
There they found a proud porter, 

Rearing himselfe theratt. 

Sayes, " Christ thee save, thou proud porter," 
Sayes, " Christ thee save and see : " i^e 

" Nowe you be welcome,'* sayd the porter, 
" Of what land soever ye bee." 

" We been harpers," sayd Adler yonge, 

" Come out of the northe countree ; i» 
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We beeoe come hither untill this place, 
' prond weddiDge for to see." 

\nd yoar color were white and redd, 
is blacke and browne, 
kiDg Eetmere and his brother u 

comen untill this towne." 

sj pulled out a ryng of gold, 
itt on the porters arme : 
rer we will thee, proud porter, 
wilt saye us no harme." m 

looked on kyag Estmere, 
»re he handled the ryng, 
-ened to them the fayre hall yatee, 
tt for no kind of thyng. 

stmere he light off hia at«ede, ■• 

t the fayre hall board ; 
he that came from bis brydle bitte 
on kyng Bremors beard. 

Stable thy steede, thou proud harper, 
ible him in the stalle ; ii 

not beaeeme a proud harper 
ible him in a kyngs halle," ' 

Id he is so lither," he sayd, 
will do nought that's meete ; 
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And aye that I cold but find the man, 205 

Were able him to beate." 

" Thou speakst proud words/' sayd the paynim 
king, 

" Thou harper, here to mee ; 
There is a man within Jhis halle. 

That will beate thy lad and thee." ao 

" lett that man come downe," he sayd, 

" A sight of him wold I see ; 
And whan hee hath beaten weU my ladd. 

Then he shall beate of mee." 

Downe then came the kemperye man, 215 

And looked him in the eare ; 
For all the gold that was under heaven. 

He durst not neigh him neare. 

"And how nowe, kempe," sayd the kyng of 
Spayne, 

" And how what ail6th thee ? " 220 

He sayes, " Itt is written in his forhead, 

All and in gramarye. 
That for all the gold that is under heaven, 

I dare not neigh him nye." 

Kyng Estmere then pulled forth his liarpe, *»* 
And played thereon so sweete : 



pstarte the ladye &om the kynge, 
As bee aate at the meate. 

fow Btay tb^ barpe, thou proud harper, 
Now stay thy harpe, I say ; »> 

<r an thou pisyest as Uiou beginnest, 
Ibou'lt till my bride awaye." 

I Btrucke upon his haipe ogayne, 

Ajid playd both &yre and free ; 

e ladye was bo pleasde theratt, » 

She laught loud lau^ters three. 

lowe sell me thy harpe," sayd the kyng of 

Spayne, 
' Thy haipe and stryngs ecbe one, 
id aa many gold uoblee thou shalt haye. 
As there be atryngs there<Hi." w 

jid what wold ye doe with my harpe," he sayd, 

rff I did seU it yee ? " 

'o playe my wiffe and me a fitt, 

When abed together we bee." 

low sell me," quoth bee, " thy bryde soe gay, 
As ghee Bitts laced in pall, »> 

d aB many gold nobles I will give, 
Aa there be rings in the ball." 



\ 
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" And what wold ye doe with my bryde soe gay, 
Iff I did sell her yee ? 250 

More seemelye it is for her fayre bodye 
To lye by mee than thee." 

Hee played agayne both loud and shrille, 

And Adler he did syng, 
'^ O ladye, this is thy owne true love ; ^ 

Noe harper, but a kyng. 



" ladye, this is thy owne true love, 
As playnlye thou mayest see ; 

And He rid thee of that foule paynim. 
Who partes thy love and thee/' 

The ladye looked, the ladye blushte. 
And blushte and lookt agayne, 

While Adler he hath drawne his brande, 
And hath the Sowdan slayne. 

Up then rose the kempeiye men, 

And loud they gan to crye : 
" Ah ! traytors, yee have slayne our kyng. 

And therefore yee shall dye." 



Kyng Estmere threwe the harpe asyde. 

And swith he drew his brand ; vo 

And Estmere he, and Adler yonge, 
Right stiffe in stour can stand. 
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And aye their swordes soe sore can byte, 

Through helpe of gramaiye, 
That soone they have slayne the kempery men, 

Or forst them forth to flee. ae 

Kyng Estmere tooke that fayre ladye, 

And marryed her to his wiffe. 
And brought her hotne to merrye England, 

With her to leade his life. sao 

V. 187. Then they pulled out a ryng of gold, 
Layd itt on the porters arme. 

The rings so often used in ballads to conciliate the porter 
would seem to be not personal ornaments, but coins. For an 
account of Ring Money, see the paper of Sk William Betham, 
in the seventeenth volume of the Transactions of ike Rot/ai 
Irish Academy. 
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From ReSques of English Poetry ^ i. 44. 



" Thi8 old romantic tale," says Percy, " was pr^* 
flerved in the Editor's folio MS., but in so very defec- 
tive and mutilated a condition, (not from any chaaoa in 
the MS., but from great omission in the transcript, 
probably copied from the faulty recitation of some illit- 
erate minstrel,) that it was necessary to supply several 
stanzas in the first part, and still more in the second, 
to connect and complete the story.** • 

Many of the interpdations acknowledged in such 
general terms might with some confidence be pointed 
out. Among them are certwnly most, if not all, of the 
last twelve stanzas of the Second Part, which include 
the catastrophe to the story. It is difficult to believe 
that this charming romance had so tragic and so senti- 
mental a conclusion. 

The first part of this baUad is preserved in Scotland, 
under the title of King Malcolm and Sir Colvin, and 
is printed in our Appendix from Buchan's collection. 
In this, Sir Colvin weds the princess after his victory 
over the Elrick knight 
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THE FIB8T PART. 



In Ireland, ferr over the sea, 

There dwelleth a bonnye kinge ; 
And with him a jong and comlje knighte. 

Men call him Syr CauHne. 

The kinge had a ladje to his daughter, < 

In fashyon she hath no peere ; 
And princely wightes that ladye wooed 

To be theyr wedded feere. 

Syr Cauline loveth her best of all, 

But nothing durst he saye, » 

Ne descreeve his counsayl to no man. 

But deerlye he lovde this may. 

Till on a daye it so befiell 

Great diU to him was dight ; 
The maydens love removde his mynd, w 

To care-bed went the knighte. 

« 
One while he spred his armes him fro. 

One while he spred them nye : 
" And aye ! but I winne that ladyes love, 

For dole now I mun dye." » 
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And whan our parish-masse was done, 
Oar kinge was bowne to dyne : 

He sayes, " Where is Syr Gauline, 
That is wont to serve the wyne ? " 



Then aimswerde him a courteous knighte, 2s 

And fast his handes gan wringe : 
" Syr Cauline is sicke, and like to dye, 

Without a good leechinge." 

" Fetche me downe my daughter deere, 

She is a leeche fulle fine ; ao 

Goe take him doughe and the baken bread, 
And serve him with the wyne soe red : 
Lothe I were him to tine." 

Fair Christabelle to his chaumber goes. 

Her maydens foUowyng nye : as 

" O well," she sayth, '* how doth my lord ? " 
" O sicke, thou fayr ladye." 

** Nowe ryse up wightlye, man, for shame. 

Never lye soe cowardlee ; 
For it is told in my fisithers halle 40 

You dye for love of mee." 

" Fayre ladye, it is for your love 

That aU this dill I diye : 
For if you wold comfort me with a kisse. 



Then were I brought from bale to blisse, « 
' to lenger wold I lye." 

r knighte, my &ther is a king«, 
am hU onlye heire ; 
g ! and well you knowe, ayr knighte, 
never can be youre fere." -" 

ladye, thou ut a kinges daughter, 
Lod I am not thy peere ; 

let me doe eome deedes of armes, 
?o be your bacheleere." 

)me deedes of armes if thou wilt doe, " 

Ij bacheleere t» bee, 

It ever and aye my heart wold rue, 

xiff harm shold happe to thee,) 

pen Eldridge hill there groweth a thorne, 
Jpon the mores brodinge ; ■" 

1 dare ye, syr knighte, wake there all nighte, 
'utile the feyre mominge ? 

>r the Eldridge kaigbl«,8omickle of migbte, 
Vill examine you befome ; 
1 never man hare life awaye, » 

lut he did him acaih and scome. 

iiat knighte be is a foul paynim, 
Lnd large of limb and bone ; 
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70 



And bat if heaven may be thy speede, 
Thy life it is but gone." 

" Nowe on the Eldridge hilles He walke, 

For thy sake, fair ladie ; 
And He either bring you a ready token, 

Or De never more you see." 



The lady has gone to her own chaumbere, w 

Her maydens foUowii^ bright ; 
Syr Cauline lope from care-bed soone. 
And to the Eldridge hills is gone, 

For to wake there all night. 

Unto midnight, that the moone did rise, so 

He walked up and downe ; 
Then a lightsome bugle heard he blowe 

Over the bents soe browne ; 
Quoth hee, " If cryance come till my heart, 

I am ffar from any good towne." ss 

And soone he spyde on the mores so broad 

A furyous wight and fell ; 
A ladye bright his brydle led. 

Clad in a fayre kyrtell : 



And soe fast he called on Syr Cauline, 

" O man, I rede thee flye, 

For but if cryance come till thy heart, 

I ween^ but thou mun dye." 
92, MS. For if. 
VOL. III. 12 
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He sayth, " No cryance comes till my heart, 
Nor, in faith, I wyll not flee ; as 

For, cause thou minged not Christ before, 
The less me dreadeth thee." 

The Eldridge knighte, he pricked his steed ; 
^ Syr jCauline bold abode : 
Then either shooke his trustye speare, i<» 

And the timber these two children bare 
Soe soone in sunder slode. 

Then tooke they out theyr two ^ood swordes. 

And layden on full faste. 
Till helme and hawberke, mail and sheelde, i(» 

They all were well-nye brast. 

The Eldridge knight was mickle of might, 

And stiffe in stower did stande ; 
But Syr Cauline with an aukeward stroke 

He smote off his right-hand ; uo 

That soone he, with paine and lacke of bloud. 

Fell downe on that lay-land. 

Then up Syr Cauline lift his brande 

All over his head so hye : 
" And here I sweare by the holy roode, *** 

Nowe, caytiffe, thou shalt dye." 

94, No inserted. 
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Then np and came that ladye brighte, 

Faste ringing of her hande : 
" For the maydens love, that most you love, 

Withhold that deadlye brande : lao 

" For the maydens love that most you love. 

Now smyte no more I praye ; 
And aye whatever thou wilt, my lord. 

He shall thy hosts obaye." 

" Now sweare to mee, thou Eldridge knighte, 
And here on this lay-land, m 

That thou wilt believe on Christ his laye, 
And therto plight thy hand : 

" And that thou never on Eldridge [hill] come 
To sporte, gamon, or playe ; mo 

And that thou here give up thy armes 
Until thy dying daye." 

The Eldridge knighte gave up his armes. 

With many a sorrowfiille sighe ; 
And sware to obey Syr Caulines best, isa 

Till the tyme that he shold dye. 

Ajid he then up, and the Eldridge knighte 

Sett him in his saddle anone ; 
And the Eldridge knighte and his ladye. 

To theyr castle are they gone. i<o 
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Then he toote up the bloudy hand, 
'"' ' waa so large of bone, 

it he founde five ringea of gold, 

lightea that had be slone. 

e tooke up the Eldridge sworde, 
ard as any flint ; 
(ooke off those ringes fiye, 
right as fyre and brent. 

hen pricked. Syr Cauline, 
ght as leafe on tree ; 
« neither atist ne blanos, 
le his ladye see. 

awne he knelt upon his knee, 

re that lady gay : 

^e, I have bin on the Eldridge hilU ; . 

e tokens I bring away." 

ivelcome, welcome, Syr Cituline, 
« welcome unto mee, 
V I perceive thou art a true knighte, 
Jour bolde and free." i 

/e, I am thy own true knighte, 
bests for to obaye ; 
mght I hope to winne thy love 1 "^r 
lore hia tonge colde say. 
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The ladye blushed scarlette redde, les 

And fette a gentill sighe : 
" Alas ! syr knight, how may this bee, 

For my degree's soe highe ? 

"But sith thou hast hight, thou comely youth, 
To be my batchilere, i7o 

He promise, if thee I may not wedde, 
I will have none other fere." 

Then shee held forthe her liley-white hand 

Towards that knighte so free ; 
He gave to rt one gentill kisse, 175 

His heart was brought from bale to blisse, 

The teares sterte from his ee. 

" But keep my counsayl, Syr CauHne, 

Ne let no man it knowe ; 
For, and ever my father sholde it ken, ise 

I wot he Tvolde us sloe." 

From that daye forthe, that ladye fayre 

Lovde Syr CauHne the knighte ; 
From that daye forthe, he only joyde 

Whan shee was in his sight. is^ 

Yea, and oftentimes they mette 

Within a fayre arboure. 
Where they, in love and sweet daliaunce, 

Past manye a pleasaunt houre. 



itTE white will have its blacke, 

id everye sweete its sowre : 
founde the Ladye Chriatabelle 
an untimely howre, 

w it befelle, as Syr Caaline • 

as with that ladye faire, 
kinge, her father, walked fortlie 
I take the evenyog wre: 

into the arboare as he went 
I rest his wearye feet, " 

sund his daughter and Syr Caaline 
lere sette in daliaunce sweet. 

kinge hee started forthe, i-wys, 

id an angrye man was hee : 

we, trayfoure, thou shalt hangeordrawe " 

id rewe shall thy ladie." 

L forthe Syr Cauline he was ledde, 

id throwne in dungeon deepe : 

the ladye into a lowre so hye, 

lere left to wayle and weepe. " 
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The queene she was Syr Caalines friend, 

And to the kinge sayd shee : 
^ I praye you save Syr Caulmes life, 

And let him banisht bee." 



:io 



'* Now, dame, that traitor shall be sent 

Across the salt sea fome : 
But here I will make thee a band. 
If ever he come within this land, 

A foule deathe is his doome." 



All woe-begone was that gentil knight »> 

To parte from his ladye ; 
And many a time he sighed sore, 

And cast a wistfulle eye : 
" Faire Christabelle,.from thee to parte, 

Farre lever had I dye." ss 

Fair Christabelle, that ladye bright, 

"Was had forthe of the towre ; 
But ever shee droopeth in her minde. 
As, nipt by an ungentle winde, 

Doth some faire lillye flowre. ^ 

And ever shee doth lament and weepe. 

To tint her lover soe : 
" Syr Cauline, thou little think'st on mee. 

But I will still be true." 

Manye a kinge, and manye a duke, « 

And lorde of high degree. 
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Did sue to that fajre ladje of tove ; 
But never shee wcJde them neo. 

manye a daye was ptwt and gone, 
iomforte ahe colde £nde, " 

rnge prodaimed a toumeament, 
Jieere his daughters mind, 

lere came lords, and there came knights, 
manje a fiirre country*, 
ak a gpere for theyr ladyes love, » 

ire that faire laiiyie. 

any a ladye there *aB sette, 

urple and in palle ; 

Ire Christal>elle, soe woe-begoae, 

i the fayrest of them all. • 

nanye a knighte was mickle of might, 
■re his ladye gaye ; 
stranger wight, wboni no man knewe, 
wan the prize eche daye. 

ton it was all of blacfce, *> 

hewberke and his sheelde ; 

1 man wist whence he did come, 

; man knewe where he did gone, 

•,n they came out the feelde. 

Uaoline here acta up tn th« genuine spiric of per- 
■y. In old roraanoes no incident 1» of more fre- 
irence tbso this, of knighte aJieedj diBtingnished 
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And now three days were prestlye past 7o 

In feates of chivalrye, 
When lo, upon the fourth mommge, 

A sorrowfulle sight they see : 

A hugye giaunt stiffe and starke, 

All foule of limbe and lere, 75 

Two goggling eyen like fire farden, 

A mouthe from eare to eare. 

Before him came a dwarffe full lowe, 

That waited on his knee ; 
And at his backe five heads he bare, so 

All wan and pale of blee. 

" Sir," quoth the dwarffe, and louted lowe, 

" Behold that hend Soldain ! 
Behold these heads I beare with me ! 

They are kings which he hath slain. , 85 

" The Eldridge knight is his own cousine, 
Whom a knight of thine hath shent ; 

for feats of arms laying aside their wonted cognizances, and, 
under the semblance of stranger knights, manfully perform- 
ing right worshipful and valiant deeds. [See Syr Gowghter, 
vol. i. w. 472-482.] tn the romance of Roswall and LiUian, 
[Laing's Early Metrical Taks^ p. 266,J Dissawer resorts to 
the same devices as Syr Gowghter. In this incident, the 
one seems to be almost a literal transcript of the other. — 
Motherwell. 
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lee is come to avenge hia wrong : 

o thee, all thy knightes among, 

Sance here hath sent. « 

yette ho will appease his wrath, 
Y daughters love to winne ; 
but thou yeelde him that fajre mayd, 
y halls and towers must brenne. 

■ head, syr king, must goe with mee, « 

else thy daughter deere : 

iB within these lists soe broad, 

ou must flnde him a peere." 

ling he turned him round aboute, 
d in his heart was woe : ^ 

here never a knighte of ray round table 
is matter will nndergoe ? 

iere never a knighte amongst yee all 
U fight for my daughter and mee ? 
iver will fight yon grimme Soldan, i^ 
i;ht fair his meede shall bee. 

hee shall have my broad lay-iands, 
d of my crowne be heyre ; 
le shall winne fayre Christabelle 

be his wedded fere." " 
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But every knighte of his round table 

Did stand both still and pale ; 
For, whenever they lookt on the ^m Soldan, 

It made their hearts to quail. 

All woe-begone was that fayre ladye, 115 

When she sawe no helpe was nye : 

She cast her thought on her owne true-love, 
And the teares gusht from her eye. 

Up then sterte the stranger knighte, 

Sayd, " Ladye, be not affrayd ; 120 

He fight for thee with this grimme Soldan, 
Thoughe he be unmacklye made. 

** And if thou wilt lend me the Eldridge sworde, 

That lyeth within thy bowre, 
I tmste in Christe for to slay this fiende, 125 

Thoughe he be stiff in stowre." 



" Groe fetch him downe the Eldridofe sworde," 
The kinge tie cryde, ^' with speede : 

Nowe, heaven assist thee, courteous knighte ; 
My daughter is thy meede." 130 

The gyaunt he stepped into the lists, 

And sayd, " Awaye, awaye ! 
I sweare, as I am the hend Soldan, 

Thou lettest me here all daye." 
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Then forthe the stranger knight he came, ^ 

In his blacke armoure dight : 
The ladye sighed a gentle sighe, 

" That this were my true knighte ! " 

And nowe the gyaunt and knight be Mett 
Within the lists soe bt*oad ; i*> 

And now, with awordes soe sharpe of Steele, 
They gan to lay on load. 

The Soldan strucke the knighte h stroke 

That made him reete asyde : 
Then woe-begone was ^at fayre feuiye, i« 

And thrice she deeply sighde. 

The Soldan strucke a second stroke, 

And made the blonde to flowe : 
All pale and wan was that ladye fayre, 

And thrice she wept for woe. ^ 

The Soldan strucke st third fell stroke, 
Which brought th^ knighte on his knee : 

Sad sorrow pierced that ladyes heart. 
And she shriekt loud shriekings three. 

The knighte he leapt upon his feete, ^ 

All recklesse of the pain : 
Quoth hee, " But heaven be now my speede, 

Or else I shall be slaine." 



SIR CAULINE. 189 

He grasped his sworde with mayne and mighte, 
And spying a secrette part, loo 

He drave it into the Soldans syde, 
And pierced him to the heart 

Then all the people gave a shoute, 
Whan they sawe the Soldan falle : 

The ladye wept, and thanked Christ les 

That had reskewed her from thrall. 

ft 

And nowe the kinge, with all his barons, 

Rose uppe from offe his seate, 
And downe he stepped into the listes 

That curteous knighte to greete. i7o 

But he, for payne and lacke of bloude. 
Was fallen into a swounde, • 

And there, all walteringe in his gore, 
Lay lifelesse on the grounde. 

" Come downe, come downe, my daughter deare. 
Thou art a leeche of skille ; ve 

Farre lever had I lose halfe my landes 
Than this good knighte sholde spille." 

Downe then steppeth that fayre ladye. 

To helpe him if she maye : iso 

But when she did his beavere raise, 
" It is my life, my lord ! " she sayes. 
And shriekte and swound awaye. 
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Sir Cauline juste lifte up his eyes, 

When he heard his ladye crye : im 

" O ladye, I am thine owne true love ; 

For thee I wi^ht to dye." 

Then giving her one partinge looke. 

He closed his eyes in death, 
Ere Christabelle, that ladye milde, im 

Begane to drawe her breathe. 

But when she found her comely e knighte 

Indeed was dead and gone, 
She layde her pale, cold cheeke to his, 

And thus she made her moane : m 

" O staye, my deare and onlye lord, 

Fdr mee, thy faithfulle feere ; 
'Tis meet that I shold foUowe thee, 

Who hast bought my love so deare." 

Then fayntinge in a deadlye swoune, ^ 

And with a deep-fette sighe 
That burst her gentle heart in twayne, 

Fayre Christabelle did dye. 



FAIR ANNIE. 
Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, iii. 252. 

The story of Fair Annie is widely disseminated. 
The substance of it is found in the beautiful romance 
of Marie de France, the Lai le Frein, of which an 
ancient English translation is printed in Weber's 
Metrical Romances, i. 857. The Swedish and Danish 
ballads go under the same name of Fair Anna, and 
may be seen in Arwidsson's Svenska Fomsanger, i. 
291 ; Geijer*s Svenska Folk-Visor, i. 24 ; and Nyerup's 
Danske Viser, iv. 59. Jamieson has rendered the 
Danish ballad very skilfully, in the Scottish dialect, 
from Syv's edition of the Kjcempe Viser. In Dutch, 
the characters are Maid Adelhaid and King Alewijn 
(Hoffmann's Holl'dndische Volkslieder, 164.) The story 
as we liave found it in German is considerably changed. 
See Die vnedergefundene Konigstochter, in Des Kndben 
Wunderhom, ii. 274, and S&deli, Uhland's Volkslieder, 
i. 278. 

The Scottish versions of Fair Annie are quite 
numerous. A fragment of eight stanzas was pub- 
lished in Herd's collection, ( Wha wiU hake my bridal 
bread, ed. 1776, i. 167.) Sir Walter Scott gave a 
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i^ompleU copy, from recitation in the Minglretsg of 
the ScollM Border. Two other copies, also from oral 
tmilltJon, were inserted by Jamieson in the Appen- 
hsB Popular Batladi, (^Lady Jane, it. 371, Bard 
ii. S7G,) and from these he conatrncled tbe 
L of Lady Jane, printed at p. 73 of the same 
!. Motherwell (Minalrelsy} affords still another 
r, and Chambers has compiled a ballad from 
ae sources and a manuscript furnished hy Mr. 
h, (Scollisk Ballads, p. 186.) 
ihifl collection we ha^e adopted the vernons of 
and Motherwell, giving Jamieson's translation 
ten Anna in our Appendix. 



It's narrow, narrow, make your bed. 

And learn to lie your lane ; 
i"or I'm gaun o'er the sea, Fair Annie, 

A braw bride M bring hame. 
Vi' her I will get gowd and gear ; 

Wi' you I ne'er got nane. 

But wha will bake my bridal bread. 
Or brew my bridal ale ? 
.nd wha will welcome my brisk bride,' 

That I bring o'er the dale ? " — 

It'e I will bake yonr bridal bread, 

And brew your bridal ale ; 
jid I will welcome your brisk bride. 

That j^u bring o'er the dale." — 
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^ But she that welcomes my brisk bride u 

Maun gang like maiden fair ; 
She maun lace on h^ robe sae jimp, 

And braid her yellow hair." — 

^^ Bat how can I gang maiden-like, 

When maiden I am nane ? ^ 

Have I not bom seven sons to thee, 
And am with child again ? "-** 

She's ta'en her young son in her arms. 

Another in h^ hand ; 
And she's up to the highest tower, as 

To see him come to laad. 

** Come up, come up, my eldest son, 

And look o'er yon sea*strand, 
And see your father's new*come bride. 

Before she come to knd."--^ » 

^' Come down, come down, my mother dear. 

Come frae the castle wa' I 
I fear, if langer ye stand there, 

Ye'll let yoursell down fa'." — 

And she gaed down, and i&rther down, ^ 

Her love's ship for to see ; 
And the topmast and the mainmast 

Shone like the silver free. 

VOL. III. 13 
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id she's gane dona, and farther down, 
The bride's ship to behold ; ib 

id the topmast and the mainmast 
rhey shone just like the gold. 

e's ta'en her seven sons in her hand ; 
[ wot she didua fiul ! 

e met Lord Thomas and his bride, *> 
4s thej came o'er the dale. 

ou're welcome to jaur house, Lord Thomas ; 
fou're welcome to your land ; 
u're welcome, with your fiur ladje^ 
That you lead by the band. » 

Tou're welcome to your ha's, ladye, 
four welcome to your bowers ; 
u're welcome to your hame, ladye, 
For a' thatfs here is youre." — 

thank thee, Annie ; I thank thee, Annie ; 
5ae dearly as I thank ihee ; * 

u're the likest to my sister Annie, 
That ever I did see. 

'here came a knight out o'er the sea, 
ind ateal'd my sister away ; * 

e shame scoup in his company, 
And land where'er he gae ! " — 
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She hang ae napkin at the door, 

Another in the ha' ; 
And a' to wipe the trickling tears, & 

Sae fast as they did fa'. 

And aye she served the lang tables 
With white bread and with wine ;. 

And aye she drank the wan water^ 

To had her colour fine. ro 

And aye she served the lang tables, 
With white bread and with brown ; 

And ay she tum'd her round about, 
Sae fast the tears fell down. 

And he's ta'en down the silk napkin,' 76 

Hung on a silver pin ; 
And aye he wipes the tear trickling 

Adown her cheek and chin. * 

And aye he tum'd hun round about. 

And smiled amang his men, so 

Says — ^^ Like ye best the old ladye. 
Or her that's new come hame ? " — 

When bells were rung, and mass was sung, 

And a' men bound to bed. 
Lord Thomas and his new-come bride, as 

To their chamber they Were gaed. 



e made her bed a little forbye, 

I hear what they might say ; 

i ever ftUs 1 " l^r Annie cried, 

Dhat I shonld see this day 1 " 

t my seven eoas were seven yoang rats, 
inning on the casUe wa', 
I were « grey c«t mysell, 
OQD would worry them a'. 

I my eeyen sons were seven young hares, 
mning o'er yon lilly lee, * 

I were a grew hound myBell, 
on worried they a' should be."— 

wae and sad fair Annie sat, 

id drearie wb3 her sang ; »° 

ever, as she sobb'd and grat, 

V^ae to the ntan that did the wrang ! " — 

gown is on," said the new-come bride, 
ly shoes are on my feet, 
I will to fair Annie's chamber, . i"" 
id see what gars her greet 

lat ails ye, what ails ye. Fair Annie, 
.at ye make sic a moan ? 
|rour wine barrels cast the girds, 
is yonr white bread gone ? i" 
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" wha was't was your father, Annie, 
Or wha was't was your mother ? 

And had you ony sister, Annie, 
Or had you ony brother ? " — 

" The Earl of Wemyss was my father, iw 
The Countess of Wemyss my mother ; 

And a' the folk about the house. 
To me were sister and brother." — 

" If the Earl of Wemyss was your father, 
I wot sae was he mine ; lao 

And it shall not be for lack o' gowd. 
That ye your love sail tyne. 

" For I have seven ships o' mine ain, 

A' loaded to the brim ; 
And I will gie them a' to thee, 125 

Wi' four to thine eldest son. 
But thanks to a* the powers in heaven 

That I gae maiden hame ! ** 



FAIR ANNIE. 

lU'a maUrtltg, p. a3T. Obbdned from recitation. 

jKABM to mak joor bed, Annie, 
And learn to lie your lane ; 
r I mauft owre the salt seas gang, 
&. brisk bride to bring hame. 

lind up, bind up your yellow hair, ' 

Ajid t^» it in your neck ; 

id see yon look aa maiden-like 

As the day that we first met." 

) how can I look mtuden-like, 
Wlien maiden Til ne'er be ; "> 

den seven brave sons Tve bom to thee, 
And the eighth is in my bodie ? 

'he eldest of your sons, my lord, 
Wi' red gold shines bis weed ; 
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The second of your sons, mylordj la 

Rides on a milk-white steed. 

" And the third of your sons, my lord, 

He* draws your beer and wine ; 
And the fourth of your sons, my lord. 

Can serve you when you dine. 20 

" And the fift of your sons, my lord. 

He can both read and write ; 
And ihe sixth of your sons, my lord, - 

Can do it most perfyte. 

^ And the sevent of your sons, my lord, 28 

Sits on the nurse's knee : 
And how can I look maiden-like. 

When a maid TU never be ? 

" But wha will bake your wedding bread. 
And brew your bridal ale ? » 

Or wha will welcome your brisk bride 
That you bring owre the dale ? *' 

" m put cooks in my kitchen. 

And stewards in my hall. 
And m have bakers for my bread, ss 

And brewers for my ale ; 
But you're to welcome my brisk bride 

That I bring owre the dale." 
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He set his feet into his ship, 

And his cock-boat on the main ; •> 

He Bwore it would be year and day 

Or he returned agma. 

year and daj was past and gane, 
r Annie she thocht Img ; 
he is up to her bower head, " 

behold both sea and land. 

le up, come np, my eldest son, 

1 see now what you see ; 

.der comes your father dear, 

1 your atepmolher to be." ' 

, cff your gown of blank, mother, 
t on your gown of brown, 
ril put off my mourning weeds, 
d we'll welcome him home." 

taken wine into her hand, ^ 

d she has taken bread, 
ihe is down to the waler side 
welcome them indeed. 

I're welcome, my lord, you're wekom^i 

ny lord, 

u're welcome home to me ; <° 
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So is every lord and gentlemsm 
That is in your oompanie. 

" You're welccone, my lady, you're welcome, 
my lady, 

You're welcoDCie home to me ; 
So is every lady and gentlemaa a 

That's in your companie." 

" I thank you, my girl, I thank you, my girl, 

I thank you heartily ; 
If I live seven years about this house, 

Bewaided you shall be," to 

She serVd them up, she serv'd them down. 
With the wheat bread and the wine ; 

But aye she drank the cauld water. 
To keep her colour fine^ 

§he served them up, she serv*d them down, 
With the wheat bread and the beer ; rt 

But aye she drank the cauld water, 
To keep her colour clean 

When bells were rung and mass was sung, 
And all were boune for rest, a 

Fair Annie laid her sons in bed. 
And a sorrowfa' woman she was. 



" Wm I go to the sail, salt seas, 

And see the fishes awuu 7 
Or will I go to tlie ga^ grees wood, 

And hear the small birds sing ? " 

Out and apoke an aged man, 
That stood behind the door, — 

" Ye will not go to the salt, salt seas, 
To see the fishes swim"; 

Nor will ye go to the gay green wood, 
To hear the small birds sing : 

" But jell take a harp into your hand, 

G>o to their chamber door, 
And aye ytfll harp and aye yell muTD, 

With the salt tears &]ling o'er." 

She's ta'eu a harp into her hand, 

Went to their chamber door. 
And aye she harped and aye she mum'd, 

Tnth the salt tears falUng o'er. i 

Out and spak the brisk young bride, 
In bride-bed where she lay, — 

" I think I hear my sister Annie, 
And I wish weel it may ; 

For a Scotdsh lord staw her awa, ' 

And im ill death may he die." 
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" Wha was your father, my girlj" she says, 

" Or wha was your mother ? 
Or had you ever a sister dear, 

Or had you ever a brother ? " no 

" King Henry was my father dear. 

Queen Esther was my mother. 
Prince Henry was my brother dear, 

And Fanny Flower my sister." 

" If King Henry was your father dear, us 
And Queen Esther was your mother. 

If Prince Henry was your brother dear, 
Then surely I'm your sister. 

" Come to your bed, my sister dear. 
It ne'er was wrang'd for me, lao 

Bot an ae kiss of his merry mouth. 
As we cam owre the sea." 

" Awa, awa, ye forenoon bride, 

Awa, awa firae me ; 
I wudna hear my Annie greet, 125 

For a' the gold I got wi' thee." 

" There were five ships of gay red gold 

Cam owre the seas with me ; 
It's twa 0' them will tak me hame, 

And three I'll leave wi' thee. « j^' 



CHILD WATERS. 



FiBST published by Percy from bis folio Bd 
liqueg, iii. 94. Several traditionary verabia hai 
been printed, of which we give Burd Ellen ir 
miesou's, and in tbe Appendix, Lady Margar, 
Einloch'a cdlection. Jameson also fiirnishes 
ment, and Bachsn, ( BaUadt of the Norlh of S 
iL 30,) a. complete copy of another vermon o< 
£Uen, and Chambera (Scoltah BaUadt, 19S,) 
up an edition from all the copies, which we c 
bere becaiue he has taken some lines from a 
script supplied by Mr. Eonloch. 



Ghilde Waters in bis stable stoode 
And atroakt his milke-white steede ; 

To him a fayre yonge ladye came 
As ever ware womans weede. 



Sayes, " Christ you save, good Childe Wai 
Sayes, " Christ you save and see ; 



CqjLD WATERS. 

irdle of gold that was too longe, 
low too short for mee. 

all is with oae childe of yours 
lele Btarre at my side ; >i> 

owne of greene il is too etraig^te ; 
ore, it was loo wide." 

le child be mine, faire Ellen," he sayd, 
e jnine, aa you tell mee, 
take you Cheshire and Lancashire both, 
te them your owne to bee. » 

le childe be mine, faire Ellen," he sayd, 
e mine, as you doe sweare, 
take you Cheshire and Lancashire both, 
d make that child your heyre." » 

sayes, " I had ratiier have one kisse, 
Ide Waters, of thy mouth, 
1 wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire 
both, 
It lye by nio^ and sonthe. 

I bad rather have one twinkling, * 

Ide Waters, of thine ee, 
I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire 

both, 
take them mine owne to bee." 

la, US. be iane. 
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" To moiTowe, Elleo, I must forth rye 
Fair into the north countree ; 

The t&jrest lady that I can finde, 
EUen, must goe with mee." 

" Thoughe I am not that ladye fayre, ■ 
Yet let me go with thee : " 

And ever I pray you, Childe Waters, 
Tour foot-page let me bee." 

" If you will my fool-page bee, Ellen, 

As you doe lell to mee. 
Then you must cut your gowne of gre 

An inch above your knee : 

<* Sge must you doe your jellowe lock 

An inch above your ee ; 
Ton must tell no man what b my nan 

My fbot-page then you shall bee." 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waten 
Ban barefoote by his syde, 

Tet was he never soe courteous a kni{ 
To say, " Ellen, will you ryde ? " 

Shee, all the long daye Childe 'Waten 
Ban barefoote thorow lie broome, 

Tett was hee never soe courteous a ki 
To say, " put on your shoone." 

BS, 8*, inppllBd by Percy. 
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Ride sofUye," ahee sayd, « Childe Watere: 

Why doe you ryde so faat ? 
he childe, which is ao nums but thine, ^ 

My bodye itt will brasL" 

ee sayth, " aeest thou yond water, EHw, 

That flows from hanke to biiaune ? " 

I trust lo God, Childe Waters, 

Tou sever will see me awiuuae." " 

ut when shee came to the water side, 

She sayled to the chiane : 
Now the Lord of heaven be my speede, 

For I must leame to awimme." 

he salt waters bare up her clothes, <* 

Our Ladye bare up her chinne i 

hilde Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 

To see fairs Ellen gwimme ! 

nd whea ahee over the water was, 
Shee then came to his knee : "i 

ee sayd, " Come hither, thou fayre £Ulei], 
Loe yonder what I see. 

See^t thou not yonder hall, Ellen ? 

Of redd gold shines the yate : 

f twenty foure faire ladyes there, " 

The fairest is my mate. 



CHILD WATERS. 

' " Seest thoQ not yonder hall, Ellen 
Of redd golde ahines the towre •■ 
There are twenty four fayre ladyeS 
The fay rest is my paramoure." 

" I see the hall now, Childe Waters 
Of redd golde shines the yat« : 

Glod give you good now of yourself 
And of your worldlye mat«. 

" I see the hall now, Childe Waters 
Of redd golde shines the lowre ; 

God give you good now of yourselfi 
And of your paramoure." 

There twenty four fayre ladyes wei 

A playing at the ball, 
And Ellen, the fayrest ladye there, 

Must bring his steed to the stall 

There twenty four fayre ladyea wer 
A playinge at the chesse. 

And Ellen, the fayrest ladye there, 
Must bring his horse to gresse. 

And then bespake Childe Waters si 
These were the wordes sayd she* 

" Tou have the prettyest page, brot 
That ever I did see ; 

VOL. 111. 14 
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" But that his bellye it is soe bigg©, 

His girdle stands soe hje ; 
And ever, I pray you, Childe Waters, 

Let him in my chamber lye." 

" It is not fit for a little foot-page, v» 

That has run throughe mosse and myre, 

To lye in the chamber of any ladye, 
That weares soe riche attyre. 

" It is more meete for a little foot-page, 

That has run throughe mosse and myre, no 

To take his supper upon his knee. 
And lye by the kitchen fyre." 

Now when they had supped every one, 
To bedd they tooke theyr waye : 

He sayd, " Come hither, my little foot-page, 
And hearken what I saye. u* 

" Groe thee downe into yonder towne, 

And lowe into the streete ; 
The Tayrest ladye that thou canst finde, 

Hyre in mine armes to sleepe j 120 

And take her up in thine armes twaine, 

For filing of her feete." 

Ellen is gone into the towne, 
And lowe into the streete ; 
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t 

The fayrest ladje that shee colde finde, 125 

She hyred m his anues to sleepe ; 

And tooke her up in her armes twayne, 
For filing of her feete. 

" I praye you nowe, good Ghilde Waters, 

Let mee lye at your feete ; 
For there is nbe place about this house, lao 

Where I may saye a sleepe." 

He gave her leave, and faire Ellen 

Down at his beds feet laye ; 
This done the nighte drove on apace, iss 

And when it was neare the daye, 

Hee sayd, " Rise up, my little foot-page. 

Give my steede come and haye ; 
And give him nowe the good black oats, 

To carry mee better awaye." i« 

Up then rose the faire Ellen, 

And gave his steede come and hay ; 

And soe shee did the good black oates, 
To carry him the better awaye. 

She leaned her back to the manger side, 1 

And grievouslye did groane ; 
She leaned her back to the manger side, 

And there shee made her moane. 

188, 184, sapplied by Percy. 



bebeard his mother deare, 
Bard her woeful! woe : vn 

I, " Rise up, thou Childe Waters, 
to thy stable goe. 

hy stable is a ghoat, 
rievonslye doth grone ; 
rme voman laboures with childe, r~ 
so woe-begone." 

■ose Childe Waters soone, 
i on his shirte of silke ; 
he put on. his other clothes, 
bodye as white as milke. hu 

I he came to the stable dore, 

II there hee did stand, 
mighte heare his (ayre Ellen, 
[hee made her mooand. 

" Lullabye, mine own dear childe, 
'e, deare childe, deare ; i« 

ij father were a kinge, 
)there layd <hi a biere." 

jwe," hee sajd, " gooi^ faire Ellen, 
good cheere, I praye ; i'" 

iiidale and the churchinge bothe 
30 upon one daye. 

0, her woefull woe, Percy I 



fiUBD ELLEN. 

Printed from Mrs. Brown's recita 
son's Popular Ballads, i. 11 T. We hi 
text hj omitting 90me interpolations ol 
three concluding Elanzas hy the same, 
to all autboritf, gave a tra^c tam to I 



Lord John stood in his stabli 
Said he was bouo to ride ; 

Burd Ellen stood in her bowei 
Said she'd rin by hia side. 

He's pitten on hia cork-heel'd s 
And fust awa rade he ; 

She's clad hersel in page arraj 
And after him ran ahe : 

Till tbej came till a wan wate 
And folks do call it Clyde ; 

Then he's look it o'er his left si 
Says, " Lady, will ye ride ? 
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"01 learnt it wi* my bower woman, 
And I learnt it for my weal, 

Whanever I cam to wan water. 
To swim like ony eel." 



15 



But the firsten stap the lady stappit, 

The water came till her knee ; 
" Ochon, alaa ! " said the lady, 

" This water's o'er deep for me." 20 

The nexten stap the lady stappit, 
The water came till her middle ; 

And sighin says that gay lady, 
" Fve wat my gouden girdle." 

The thirden stap the lady stappit, 25 

The water came till her pap ; 
And the bsdm that was in her twa sides 

For cauld began to quake. 

" Lie still. Me still, my ain dear babe ; 

Ye work your mother wae : » 

Your father rides on high horse back. 

Cares little for us twae." 

O about the midst o' Clyde's water 

There was a yeard-fast stane ; 
He lightly tum'd his horse about, as 

And took her on him behin. 
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" tell me this now, good lord J 
And a word ye dinna lie. 

How far it is to your lodgin, 
Whare we this night maun be 

" O see na ye yon caal«U, Ellen, 
That shines sae fair to see ? 

There is a lady in it, Ellen, 
,Will sinder you and me. 

" There ia a lady in that castell 
Will sinder you and I " — 

" Betide me weal, betide me wat 
I sail gang there and try," 

" My dogs shall eat the good wh 
And ye Khali eat the bran ; 

Then will ye sigh, and say, alas 
Thatever I waaaman!" 

"01 shall eat the good white b 
And your dogs shall eat the bi 

And I hope to live to blesa the d 
That ever ye was a man." 

" O my horse shall eat the good 
And ye sail eat the corn ; 

Then will ye curse the heavy he 
That ever your love was bom 



vhitel 



and di 
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" how sail I eat or drink, mastei 
Wi' heart sae fu' o' pine ? " 

But out and spak lord John's mot 
And a wise woman was she : 

" Whare met ye wi' that bonny b< 
That looks sae sad od thee ? 

Sometimes his cheek is rosy red, 
And sometimes deadly wan ; 

He's hker a woman big wi' bairn, 
Than a young lord's serving ma 

" O it makes me laugh, my mothei 
Sic words to hear frae thee ; 

He is a squire's ae dearest son, 
That for love has followed me. 

" Rise up, rise up, my bomiy boy, 
Gi'e my horse com and hay."— 

" O that I will, my master dear. 
As quickly as I may." 

She's ta'en the hay under her arm 
The com intill her hand, 

And she's gane to the great stable. 
As fast as e'er she can, 

" O room ye round, my bonny bro 
room ye near the wa' ; 
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For the pain that strikes me through mj sides 
Full soon will gar me fa'." 

She lean'd her back against the wa' ; 

Strong travel came her on ; uo 

And e'en amang the great horse feet 

Burd Ellen brought forth her son. 

• Lord Johnis mither intill her bower 
Was sitting all alane. 
When, in the silence o' the nicht, ^m 

She heard Burd Ellen's mane. 

" Won up, won up, my son," she says, 

" Gae see how a' does fare ; 
For I think I hcM" a woman's groans. 

And a baimie greetin' sair." uo 

O hastily he gat him up. 

Staid neither for hose nor shoon. 

And he's doen him to the stable door 
Wi' the clear light o' the moon. 

He strack the door hard wi' his foot, 125 

Sae has he wi' his knee. 
And iron locks and iron bars 

Into the floor flung he : 
" Be not afraid, Burd Ellen," he says, 

" There's nane come in but me. i» 



BURD ELLEN. 

" Tak up, tak up my bonny y< 
Gar wash him wi' the milk 

Tak up, tak up ray fair lady, 
Gar row her in the silk. 

" And cheer thee up, Burd Ell 
" Look nae mair sad nor wa 

For your marriage and your k 
Sail baith be "in ae day." 



ERLINTON. 

First published in the Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border y ii. 351, — "fipom the collation of two copies 
obtained from recitation.** 

Erlinton and The Child of EUe, as already re- 
marked, (yoL ii. page 116,) may be considered as 
varieties of the story of The Douglas Tragedy. 

Erlinton had a fair daughter ; 

I wat he weird her in a great sin, 
For he has built a bigly bower, 

An' a' to put that lady in. 

An* he has wam'd her sisters six, « 

An' sae has he her brethren se'en, 

Outher to watch her a* the night. 
Or else to seek her mom an e'en. 

She hadna been i' that bigly bower, 

Na not a night, but barely ane, ^^ 

Till there was Willie, her ain true love, 
Chapp'd at the door, cryin', " Peace within ! ** 



" O whae is this at my bower door, 
That chaps sae late, or kens the gi 

" O it is Willie, your ain true love, 
I pray you me an' let me in ! " 

" But in my bower there is a wake, 

An' at the wake there is a wane ; 

But I'll come to the green-wood the i 

Whar blooms the britr, by momin' 

Then she's gane to her bed again, 
Where she has layen till the cock cr 

Then she said to her sisters a', 
" Maidens, 'tis time for us to rise." 

She pat OD her back her silken gown, 
An' on her breast a siller pin. 

An' she's ta'eu a sister in ilka hand, 
An* to the green-wood she is gane. 

She hadna walk'd in the green-wood, 
Na not a mile but barely ane. 

Till there was Willie, her ain true loi 
Wha frae her sisters has her ta'en. 

He took her sisters by the hand. 
He kias'd them baith, an' sent then 

An' he's ta'en his true love him behin 
And through the green-wood they i 
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They hadna ridden in the bonnie green-wood, 

Na not a mile but bareiy ane, 
When there came fifteen o' theT boldest knights, 

That ever bare fiesh, bloody or bane. «> 

The foremost was an aged knight, 
He wore the grey hair on his chin ; 

Says, " Yield to me thy lady bright, 
An' thou shalt walk the woods within.^ 

" For me to yield my lady bright « 

To such an aged knight as thee. 

People wad think I war gane mad, 
Or a* the courage flown frae me." 

But up then spake the second knight, 

I wat he spake right boustouslie : * 

" Yield me thy life, or thy lady bright, 
Or here the tane of us shall die." 

" My lady is my warld's meed ; 

My life I winna yieid to nane ; 
But if ye be men of your manhead, « 

Ye'll only fight me ane by ane." 

He lighted aff his milk-white steed, 
An' gae his lady him by the head, 

Say'n, " See ye dinna change your cheer, 
Untill ye see my body bleed." •* 
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He set his back unto ah aik, 
He Bet his feet against a Btane, 

An' he has fe light these fifleen men 
An' kill'd them a' but barely ane 

For he has left that aged knight. 
An' a' to carry the tidings hame. 

When he gaed to his lady fair, 
I wat he kisa'd her teoderlie : 

" Thou art mine ain love, I have th< 
Now we shall walk the green-wo< 



THE CHILD OF ELLE. ' 

*^ From a fragment in the Editor's folio MS., which, 
though extremely defective and mutilated, appeared 
to have so much merit, that it excited a strong desire 
to attempt the completion of the story. The reader 
will easily discover the supplemental stanzas by their 
inferiority, and at the same time be inclined to pardon 
it, when he considers how difficult it must be to imitate 
the affecting simplicity and artless beauties of the 
original.'* Percy, ReliqueSy i. 113. 

It must be acknowledged that this truly modest 
apology was not altogether uncalled for. So exten- 
sive are Percy's iterations and additions, that the 
reader will have no slight difficulty in detecting the 
few traces that are left of the genuine composition. 
Nevertheless, Sir Walter Scott avers that the correc- 
tions are *^ in the true style of Gothic embellishment ! " 

On yonder hiU a castle standes, 
With walles and towres bedight, 

And yonder lives the Child of EUe, 
A younge and comely knight e. 
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The Child of EUe to his garden wente, « 

And stood at his garden pale, 
Whan, lo 1 he beheld fair Emmelines page 

Come trippinge downe the dale. 

The Child of Elle he hyed him thence^ 

Ywis he stoode not stille, lo 

And soone he mette faire Emmelines page 
Come climbing np the hille. 

" Nowe Christe thee save, thou little foot-page, 

Now Christe thee save and see ! 
Oh telle me how does thy ladye gaye, w 

And what may thy tydinges bee ? ** 

*' My lady shee is all woe-begone, 

And the teares they falle from her eyne ; 

And aye she laments the deadlye feude 

Betweene her house and thine. so 

"And here shee sends thee a silken scarfe, 

Bedewde with many a teare, 
And biddes thee sometimes thinke on her, 

Who loved thee so deare. 

" And here shee sends thee a ring of golde, 25 

The last boone thou mayst have, 
And biddes thee weare it for her sake, 

Whan she is layde in grave. 
VOL. m. 15 
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" For, ah ! her gentle heart is broke, 

And in grave soone must shee bee, » 

Sith her father hath chose her a new, new love, 
And forbidde her to think of thee. 

" Her father hath brought her a carlish knight, 
Sir John of the north countraye, 

And within three dayes shee must him wedde, 
Or he vowes he will her slaye." » 

" Nowe hye thee backe, thou little foot-page, 

And greet thy ladye from mee, 
And telle her that I, her owne true love, 

Will dye, or sette her free. « 

" Nowe hye thee backe, thou little foot-page, 

And let thy fair ladye know, 
This night will I bee at her bowre-windowe, 

Betide me wealeor woe." 

The boye he tripped, the boye he ranne, ^ 

He neither stint ne stayd, 
TJntill he came to fair Emmelines bowre. 

Whan kneeling downe he sayd : 

'" ladye, Ive been with thy own true love, 
And he greets thee well by mee ; * 

This night will he bee at thy bowre-windowe, 
And dye or sette thee free." 



Nowe daye was gooe, and night v 
And all were fast asleepe, 

All save the ladje Emmeline, 
Who sate in her bowre to weep 

And soone shee heard her trae lo^ 
Lowe whispering at the walle : 

" Awake, awake, my deare ladye, 
Tis I, thy true love, call. 

" Awake, awake, my ladye deare. 
Come, mount this faire palfraye 

This ladder of ropes will lette the 
Be cairye thee hence aivaye." 

" Nowe nay, nowe nay, thou gentl 
Nowe nay, this may not bee ; 

For aye souid I tint my maiden f: 
If alone I should wend with tht 

" O ladye, Ihou with a knight so t 
Mayst safelye wend alone ; 

To my ladye mother I will thee b 
Where marriage shall make us 

" My father he is a baron bolde. 
Of tyni^e proude and hye ; 

And what would he saye if his da 
Awaye with a knight should fly 
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" Ah ! well I wot, he never would rest, 
Nor his meate should doe him no goode, 

Till he had slayne thee, Child of EUe, 

And seene thy deare hearts bloode." a 

" O ladye, wert thou in thy saddle sette, 

And a little space him fro, 
I would not care for thy cruel father, 

Nor the worst that he could doe. 

" O ladye, wert thou in thy saddle sette, « 

And once without this walle, 
I would not care for thy cruel father. 

Nor the worst that might befalle." 

Faire Emmeline sighed, faire Emmeline wept, 
And aye her heart was woe : » 

At length he seizde her lilly-white hand, 
And downe the ladder he drewe. 



And thrice he claspde her to his breste. 

And kist her tenderlie : 
The teares that fell from her fair eyes, 

Ranne like the fountayne free. 



95 



Hee mounted himselfe on his steede so talle, 

And her on a faire palfraye, 
And slung his bugle about his necke, 

And roundlye they rode awaye. mo 
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All this beheard her owne damselle, 
In her bed whereas ehee ley ; 

Quoth shee, " My lord shall knowe i 
Soe I shall have golde and fee. 

" Awake, awake, thou baron bolde 1 
Awake, my noble dame ! 

Tour daughter is fledde with the Chj 
To doe the deede of shame." 

The baron he woke, the baron he ro 
And called his merrye men all : 

" And come thou forth, Sir John the 
The ladye is cairied to thrall." 

fair Emmeline scant had ridden a i 
A mile forth of the towne, 

When she was aware of her fathers 
Come galloping over the downe. 

And foremost came the carlish knig 
Sir John of the north countraye : 

"Nowe stop, nowe stop, thou false tj 
Nor carry that ladye awaye, 

" For ehe is come of hye lynage, 
And was of a ladye borne. 

And ill it beseems thee, a false ohm 
To carrye her hence to soorne." 
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re loud thou lyeet, Sir John the knight, i> 
we thou doest lye of mee ; 
ght mee gott, and a ladye me bore, 
! never did none by thee, 

light nowe downe, ray ladye faire, 
;ht downe, and hold my steed, i» 

1 1 and thia discourteous knighte 
e tiye this arduous deede. 

light now downe, my deare ladye, 
;ht downe, and hold my horse ; 
! I and this discourteous knight « 

e trye our valours force." 

Bmmeline sighde, ftur Enuneline wept, 
d aye her heart was woe, 
! twixt her lore and the carlish knight 
it many a baleful blowe. i" 

)hild of Elle hee fought soe well, 
his weapon he wavde amaine, 
joone he had slaine the carlish knight, 
a layde him upon the plaine. 

Lowe the baron, and all his men ■« 

11 fast approached nye : 

what may ladye EmmelinS doe ? 
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Her lover he put his home to his mouth, 
And blew both loud and shrill, '* uo 

And soone he saw his owne merry men 
Come ryding over the hill. 

" Nowe hold thy hand, thou bold baron, 

I pray thee, hold thy hand. 
Nor ruthless rend two gentle hearts, iw 

Fast knit in true loves band. 

" Thy daughter I have dearly lovde 

Full long and many a day ; 
But with such love as holy kirke 

Hath freelye sayd wee may. lao 

" O give consent shee may be mine, 

And blesse a faithfuU paire ; 
My lands and livings are not small, 

My house and lynage faire. 

" My mother she was an earles daughter, les 
And a noble knyght my sire ** 

The baron he frownde, and tumde away 
With mickle dole and ire. 

Fair Emmeline sighde, faire Emmejine wept, 
And did all tremblinge stand ; iro 

At lengthe she sprange upon her knee, 
And held his lifted hand. 
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" Pardon, my lorde and father deare, 
This faire yong knyght and mee : 

Trust me, but for the carlish knyght, its 

I never had fled from thee. 

" Oft have you callde your Emmelme 

Your darling and your joye ; 
O let not then your harsh resolves 

Your Enmielme destroye." mo 

The baron he stroakt his dark-brown cheeke, 

And tumde his heade asyde. 
To wipe awaye the starting teare, 

He proudly strave to hyde. 

In deepe revolving thought he stoode, iss 

And musde a little space ; 
Then raisde faire Emmeline from the grounde, 

With many a fond embrace. 

« Here take her, ChUd of Elle," he sayd. 
And gave her lillye hand ; i^ 

" Here take my deare and only child, 
And with her half my land. 

" Thy father once mine honour wrongde, 

In dayes of youthful pride ; 
Do thou the injurye repay re i» 

In fondnesse for thy bride. 
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" And as thou lore her and hold 
Heaven prosper tliee and thin< 

And nowe my blessing wend wi' 
My lovely e Emmeline." 



FniiD ths Jttliq»f o/Eng 

" This old fobulous legend 
ort folio MSt with conjectura 
inBeriion of some additional itj 
plete the storj. It has been 
that the avthor of the poem u 
eye tte stoiy rf Gunhilda, whi 
eaaor, and was married to thi 
king) Henry." — Pbrct. 

To Percy's version we ann 
the editor, without any reason 
" the original" of Sir Aldingar 

Our king be kept a false 
Sir Aldingar tbey him 

A falser steward than he 
Servde not in bower n 

He wotde have layne by c 
Her deere worshippe t 

Our qneene she was a go 
And evermore aald hin 



Sir Aldingar was wrothe in his miad, 
With her hee was never eonteat, 

Till traiterous meanes he eolde devysi 
In a fyer to have her brent. 

There came a lazar to the kings gate, 
A lazar both blinde and lame ; 

He tooke the lazar upon his backe, 
Him on the queenes bed has layne. 

"Lye stiU, lazar, wheras thou lyest, 
Looke thou goe not hence away ; 

lie make thee a whole man and a sou 
In two howers of the day." 

Then went him forth Sir Aldingar, 
And hyed him to our king : 

" If I might have grace, as I have spi 
Sad tydings I could bring." 

" Say on, say on. Sir Aldingar, 
Saye on the soothe to mee." 

" Our queene hath chosen a new, new 
And sbee will have none of tliee. 

'' If shee -had chosen a right good kni^ 
The lesse had beene her shame ; 

But she hath chose her a lazar man, 
A lazar both blinde and lame." 
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" If this be true, thou Aldmgar, 

The tyding thou tellest to me, 
Then will I make thee a rich, rich knight, ss 

Rich both of golde and fee. 

" But if it be false. Sir Aldingar, 

As Grod nowe grant it bee ! 
Thy body, I sweare by the holye rood, 

Shall hang on the gallows tree." *> 

He brought 'our king to the queenes chamber, 

And opend to him the dore : 
" A lodlye love," King Harry says, 

" For our queene," dame Elinore ! 

" If thou were a man, as thou art none, <* 

Here on my sword thoust dye ; 
But a payre of new gallowes shall be built, 

And there shalt thou hang on hye. 

Forth then hyed our king, iwysse. 

And an angry man was hee, » 

And soone he found queene Elinore, 
That bride so bright of blee. 

" Now God you save, our queene, madame. 

And Christ you save and see ! 
Here you have chosen a ijewe, newe love, « 

And you will have none of mee. 
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" If you had chosen a right good knight, 
The lease had been your shame ; 

But you have chose yon a lazar man, 
A lazar both blinde and lame. 

" Therfore a iyer there shall be built. 
And brent all shalt thou bee." — 

" Now out, alacke ! " said our comly que< 
" Sir Aldingar's iaise to mee. 

"Now out, alacke I" saydourcomlye quet 
" My heart with griefe will brast: 

I had thought awevens had never been ti 
I have proved them true at last. 

"I dreamt in my sweven on Thursday ev 

In my bed wheras I laye, 
I dreamt a grype and a grimlie beast 

Had carryed my crowne awaye ; 

" My gorgett and my kirtle of golde, 
And all ray faire head-geere ; 

And he wold worrye me with his (ush, 
And to his nest y-beare : 

" Saving there came a little gray hawke, 

A merlin him they call, 
Which untill the grounde did strike the g 

That dead he downe did falL 
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" GiSe I were a man, as now I am none, 

A battell wold I prove, 
~ ' fight with, that traitor Aldingar : 

Att him I cast my glove. 

)ut seeing Ime able noe battell to make, 
My liege, grant me a knight 
fight with that traitor, Sir Aldingar, 
To maintaine me in my righL" 

iow forty dayes I will (pve thee 
To seeke thee a knight therin ; 
cbou find nut a knight in forty dayes, 
Thy bodye it must brenn." 

len shee sent east, and shee sent west, 
By north and south bedeeue ; 
it never a champion colde she find, 
Wolde fight with that knight soe keene. 

>w twenty dayes were spent and gone, 
N'oe helpe there might be had ; 
iny a teare shed our comelye queene, 
And aye her hart was sad. 

en came one of the queenes damselles, 
And knelt upon her knee : 
eare up, cbeare up, my gracious dame, 
[ trust yet helpe may he. 
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" And here I will make mine avowi 
And with the same me binde, 

That never will I return to thee, 
Till I some helpe may finde." 

Then forth she rode on a fkire palf 
Oer hill and dale about ; 

But never a champion colde she &i 
Wolde fighte with that knight sc 

And nowe the daye drewe on apacf 
When our good quee'ne must dyt 

All woe-begone was that fair damsi 
When she found no helpe was n; 

All woe-begone was that faire dam 
And the salt Kares fell from her 

When lo ! as she rode by a rivers s 
She met with a tinye boye. 

A tmye boy she mett«, God wot. 
All clad in mantle of golde j 

He seemed noe more in mans liken 
Then a chOde of four yeere olde 

" Why grieve you, damselle faire ? " 
"And what doth cause you moat 

The damsell scant wolde deigae a 1 
But last she pricked on. 
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turne aga'me, tliou faire damselle, 
id greet* thy queene from mee ; uo 

Q bale is at hyest, boote b nyest ; 
.we helpe enoughe may bee. 

I her remember what she dreamt, 

her bedd wheras shee laye ; 

when the grype and the grimly beast ui 

olde have carried her crowne awaye, 

m then there came the little gray hawke, 
id saved her from hia clawes : 
bidd the qneene be merry at hart, 
ir heaven will fende her cause." '*> 

then rode that fair daAiselle, 

id her hart it lept for glee : 
when she told her gracious dame, 
gladd woman then was shee. 

rhen the appointed day was come, ^ 
I helpe appeared nye ; 
woeful woefiil was her hart, 
id the teares stood in her eye. 

nowe a fyer was built of wood, 
id a stake was made of tree ; ''" 

now queene Elinor forth was led, 
sorrowful sight to see. 
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Three times the herault he waved his hand, 

And three times spake on hye ; 
" Giff any good knight will fende this dame, im 

Come forth, or shee must dye." 

No knight stood forth, no knight there came, 

No helpe appeared nye ; 
And now the fyer was hghted up, 

Queene Ehnor she must dye. , i6o 

And now the fyer was lighted up. 

As hot as hot might bee ; 
When riding upon a little white steed, 

The tinye boye they see. 

^ Away with that stake, away with those brands. 
And loose our comelye queene : 108 

I am come to fight with Sir Aldingar, 
And prove him a traitor keene." 

Forth then stood Sir Aldingar ; 

But when he saw the chylde, i' 

He laughed, and scoffed, and turned his backe. 

And weened he had been beguylde. 

" Now tume, now tume thee, Aldingar, 

And eyther fighte or flee ; 
I trust that I shall avenge the wronge, iw 

Thoughe I am so small to see." 
TOL. ni. 16 



"le boye puUd forth a well good sworde, 
5o gilt it dazzled the ee ; 
e first stroke stricken at Aldingar 
Smole off his leg^ by the knee. 

land up, stand up, thou false traitor, 
A.nd fighte upon thy feete, 
T, and tbou thrive aa thou beg^nst, 
'X height wee shall be meete." 

L priest:, a prieat," sayes Aldingar, 
' While I am a man alive ; 
L prieat, a priest," sayes Aldingar, 
' Me for to houzle and shrive. 

wolde have laine by onr comlie qucene, 
But shee wolde never consent ; 
en I thought to betraye her unto our king 
[n a fyer to have her brent. 

Vre came a lazar to the kings gates, 
\. lazar both bhnd and lame ; 
xike the lazar upon my badCe, 
ind on her bedd had him layne. 

'hen ranne I to our comlye king, 
rhese tidings sore to tell : 
t ever alacke ! " sayes Aldingar, 
' Fabing never doth well. 
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" Forgive, forgive me, queene, madame, 

The short time I must live : " 
" Nowe Christ forgive thee, Aldingar, 

As freely I forgive." 

" Here take thy queene, our King Harrye, aos 

And love her as thy life. 
For never had a king in Ghristentye 

A truer and fairer wife." 

King Harrye ran to daspe his queene, 

And loosed her full sone ; 210 

Then tumd to look for the tinje boye : — 
The boye was vanisht and gone. 

But first he had touchd the lazar man, 

And stroakt him with his hand ; 
The lazar under the gallowes tree 215 

All whole and sounde did stand. 

The lazar under the gallowes tree 

Was comelye, straight, and taU ; 
King Henrye made him his head stewarde, 

To wayte withinn his hall. 220 



SIR HUGH LE BLOND, 

Minitrclig r^ tt« ScoMiA Border, iii. 51. 

" This ballad is a northern composition, and seems 

to have been the original of the legend called Sir M- 

dingar, which ia printed in the Seligties of Ancient 

Poetry. The incidents are nearly the same in both 

ballads, excepting that, in Aldingar, an angel combats 

for the queen, instead of a mortal champion. The 

names of Aldingar and Rodingham approach near to 

each other in sound, though not in orthograph7, and 

the one might, by reciters, be easily substituted for the 

other. I think I have seen both the name and the 

ncient prose chronicle, but am unable to 

ference in support of mj belief 

lition, upon which the ballad is founded, is 

urrent in the Meams ; and the Editor is 

it, till very lately, the sword, with which 

Blond was believed to have defended the 

ur of the Queen, was carefully preserved 

idants, the Viscounts of Arbutlinot. That 

Arbuthnot lived in the thirteenth centurj-, 

Lis having, 1282, bestowed the patronage 

h of Garvoch upon the Monks of Aber- 

r the safety of his BOai.~ Register of Aber- 

oted 6j Crawford in Peerage. But 1 find 

a history, in which the honour of a Queen 

'aa committed to the chance of a duel It 



is true tbat Maiy, vife of Alexander 
1243, BOmewhsit implicated in a dark si 
the murder of Patrick, Earl of Atholc 
lodging at Haddington, where be had { 
great toumament. The relations of th€ 
accused of the murder Sir William £ 
nobleman, who appears to bare bee 
favour with the young Qneen, that 
oatb, as a compui^tor, to pmve hia in: 
himself stood upon bis defence, and pn 
bat to bis accusers; but he was oblige" 
the tide, and was banished from Scotia 
interested aU the nortbera barons ; ami 
aible, that some share, taken in it by 1 
Arbuthnot, may have given a shght (bi 
tradition of the country. Wistoun, 
Or, if we suppose Sir Hugh le Blond 
cessor of the Sir Hugh who flourished i 
century, be may have been the victor ii 
noticed as having occurred in 1154, wl 
accused of treason, was unsuccessjul i 
the judgment of God. Arthunts regem 
Uurus duello pertU. Chron. Sanctis Ci 
Sacra, vol. i. p. 161. 

" But, true or felse, the incident i 
ballad is in tbe genuine style of chiva 
abound with similar instances, nor are 
real history. The most solemn part of 
was to defend ' all widows, orphelioes, 
gude fame.' Lindsat's Heraldry, S 

" I was fevoured with the following c 
le Blond, by K. Williamson Burnet, Es 
who wrote it down from the re 
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vice of the Arfantlinot bmilj'. Of courw, 
verj much humbled, aod it Las, in all 
idergone coany comiptionB ; but its anli- 

table, aud the aloiy, tijrough indifTereDllf 
f interestiQg. It is believed that there 
ny more veraes." Scott. 

d3 sang Bweet aa ony bell, 
vorld had not their make, 
een she's gone to her chamber, 
Bodugham to talk. 

you well, my Que«n, my dame, • 
laud and rents so dear, 
the love of you, my Queen, 

d thole pain most severe." — 

1 you love me, Rodingham, 

ire so do I thee : >* 

ou well as any man, 

the King's fair bodye." — 

you well, my Queen, my dame ; 
rulh that I do tetl : 
to lye a night with you, i> 

alt seas I would sail." — 

away, Rodingham 1 

(re both stark and stoor ; 

'OU deflle the King's own bed, 

oake his Queen a whore ? >■ 
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" To-morrow you'd be taken sure, 

And like a traitor slain ; 
And Fd be burned at a stake, 

Although I be the Queen."— ^ 

He then stepp'd out at her room door, 2a 

AU in an angry mood : 
Until he met a leper-man. 

Just by the hard way-side. 

He intoxicate the leper-man. 

With liquors very sweet : so 

And gave him more and more to drink, 

Untile fell asleep. 

He took him in his armis twa. 

And carried him along, 
Till he came to the Queen's own bed, sa 

And there he laid him down. 

He then stepp'd out of the Queen's bower, 

As swift as any roe, 
'Till he came to the very place 

Where the King himself did go. « 

The King said unto Bodingham, 
" What news have you to me ? " — 

He said, " Your Queen's a false woman. 
As I did plainly see." — 
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.steo'd to the Queen's chamber, 

costly and so fine, 

he CEune to the Queen'a own bed, 

ere the leper-man was lain. 

)ked on flie leper-man, 

lay on his Queen's bed ; 
ted up the snaw-white sheets, 

1 thus he to him said : — 

ky, plooky, are your cheeks, 
1 plooky is your chin, 
looky are your armis twa, 
bonny Queen's layne m.( 

e she has lain into your arms, 

shall not lye in mine ; 
she has kisa'd your ugsome mouth, 

never shall kiss mine." — 

;er he went to the Queen, 
fell upon her knee ; 
id, " Tou false, unchaste woman, 
at's this you've done to me ? " 

iueen then tum'd herself about, 
tear blinded her ee — 
e's not a knight in a' your court 
e give that name to me." 



He aaid, " Tis true that I do aay ; 

For I a proof did make : 
You shall be taken from mj bowei 

And burned at a stake. 

" Perhaps PIl take my word again, 
And may repent the same, 

If that you'll get a Christian man 
To fight that Eodingham."— 

" Alas ! alas ! " then cried our Que 

" Alas, and woe W me ! 
There's not a man in all Scotland 

Will fight with Mm for me."— 

She breathed unto her messengers, 
Sent them south, east, and west ; 

They could find none to fight with 
Nor enter the contest. 

She breathed on her messengers. 
She sent them to the north ; 

And there tbey found Sir Hugh le 
To fight him he came forth. 

When unto him they did unfold 
The circumstance all right. 

He bade them go and tell the Quce 
That for her he would fight. 
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The day came on that was to do 

That dreadful tragedy ; 
Sir Hugh le Blond was iiot come up « 

To fight for our ladye. 

" Put on the fire," the monster eaid : 

" It is twelve on the bell." 
" 'Tis scarcely ten, now," said the King ; 

" I heard the clock mysell." — i<» 

Before the hour the Queen is brought, 

The burning to proceed ; 
In a black velvet chair she's set, 

A token for the dead. 

She saw the fiemies ascending high, ^^ 

The tears blinded her ee : 
" Where is the worthy knight," she said, 

" Who is to fight for me ? "— 

Then up and spak the King himsell, 

" My dearest, have no doubt, "•> 

For yonder comes the man himsell. 
As bold as e'er set out."^ 

They then advanced to fight the duel 
With swords of temper'd steel. 

Till down the blood of Bodingham "* 

Came running to his heel. 
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Sir Hugh took out a lusty sword, 
'Twas of the metal clear, 

And he haa pierced Rodingham 
Till's heart-blood did appear. 

** Confess your treachery, now," he 
" This day before you die ! " — 

*• I do confess my treachery, 
I shall no longer lye : 

" I like to wicked Ilaman am, 
This day I shall be slain," — 

The Queen was brought to her cha 
A good woman again. 

The Qaeen then said unto the Rinj 
"Arbattle's near the sea; 

Give it unto the northern knight, 
That this day fought for me." 

Then said the King, " Come here. Si 
And drink a glass of wine ; 

And, if Arbattle's not enough, 
To it we'll Fordoun join." 



KNIGHT. AND SHEPHERD'S DAUGH- 
TER 

aiB ballad (given from an old black-letter copv, 
lome correctJouB) was popular in the time of 
I Eilizabeth, being usually printed with her pic- 
lelbre it, as Heame inibnns ub in hie prelace la 
Seubrig, Hist. Oxm, 1719, 8to. vol. i. p- l-ii- 
[uoted in Fletcher's comedy of the PUgrim, acl 
I." Percy's Retiques, iii. 114. 

Scottish ballad corresponding to Percy's bas 
printed by Kinloch, p. 25. Besides this, bow- 
here are three other Scottish verrions, superior 

English in every respect, and much longer, 
jre Earl Richard, Motherwell, p. 377; {alsdio 
d's BaUads of the North of Scotland, u. 81 ;) a 
with the same title in Kinlocb'a collection, p. 1 S ; 
'art Luhgow, Buohan, ii. 91. In all these, the 
ittempts of the knight to escape marrying tte 
ind the devices by which she aggravates Iiis 
ince to enter into the match, are managed with 
e humour. We give Motherwell's edition aplafe 
□ Percy's, and refer tlie reader for Kinlocb's to 
>pendix. 



THE KNIGHT, AND SHEPHERD'S DAUGHTER. 253 



There was a shepherds daughter 

Came tripping on the waye, 
And there by chance a knighte shee mett, 

Which caused her to staye. 

" Grood morrowe to you, beauteous maide," e 

These words pronounced hee ; 
"01 shall dye this daye," he sayd, 

" If Ive not my wille of thee." 



10 



" The Lord forbid," the maide replyd, 
" That you shold waxe so wode ! " 

But for all that shee could do or saye. 
He wold not be withstood. 



" Sith you have had your wille of mee, 

And put me to open shame, 
Now, if you are a courteous knighte, is 

• Tell me what is your name ? " 

" Some do call mee Jacke, sweet heart, 

And some do call mee Jille ; 
But when I come to the kings faire courte. 

They calle me Wilfulle Wille." 2r. 

11, 12, Percy's. 
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He sett his foot into the stirrup, 
And awaye then he did ride ; 

She tuckt her girdle about her middle, 
And ranne close hy his side. 

But when she came to the brode water, « 
She sett her brest and swamme ; 

And when she was got out againe. 
She tooke to her heels and ranne. 

• 

He never was the courteous knighte, 
To saye, " Faire maide, will ye rid6 ? " » 

And she was ever too lovmg a maide 
To saye, " Sir knighte, abide." 

• When she came to the kings faire courte, 
She knocked at the ring ; 
So readye was the king himself « 

To let this faire maide in. 

" Now Christ you save, my gracious Hege, 
Now Christ you save and see ; 

You have a knighte within your courte 
This daye hath robbed mee." ♦^ 

" What hath he robbed thee of, sweet heart? 

Of purple or of pall ? 
Or hath he took thy gaye gold ring 

From off thy finger small ? " 



i 



AND SHEFHERD B DAUQHTE 

" He hath aot robbed mee, mj liege, 

Of purple nor of pall ; 
But he hath gotten m^ mtudenhead, 

Which grioFea mee worst of all." 

" Now if he be a balchelor, 
His bodye He give to thee ; 

But if he be a married man, 
High hanged he shall bee." 

He called downe his menye me& all, 

By one, bj two, by three ; 
Sir William used to bee the firsts 

But nowe the last eBme hee. 

He brought her downe full fortye pous 
Tyed up withinne a glove : 

" Faire miud, He give the eame to the( 
Gro, seeke thee another love." 

" He have none of your gold," she a 
" Nor He have none of youi" fee ; 

But your faire bodye I must have, 
The king hath granted mee." 

Sir William ranne and fetchd her then 
Five hundred pound in golde, 

Saying, " Faire mwde, take this to the 
Thy fault will never be tolde." 
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** Tis not the gold that shall riiee tempt,** 
These words then answered shee, ^ 

" But your own bodye I must have. 
The king hath granted mee.*' 

" Would I had drunke the water deare, 

When I did drinke the wine. 
Rather than any shepherds brat '^ 

Shold bee a ladye of mine I 

" Would I had drank the puddle foule, 

When I did drink the ale, 
Rather than ever a shepherds brat 

Shold tell me such a tale 1 *' » 

" A shepherds brat even as I was, 

You mote have let mee bee ; 
I never had come to the kings faire courte, 

To crave any love of thee.*' 

He sett her on a milk-white steede, » 

And himself upon a graye ; 
He hung a bugle about his necke. 

And soe they rode awaye. 

But when they came unto the place. 

Where marriage-rites were done, •" 

She proved herself a dukes daughter. 
And he but a squires sonne. 



THE KNIGHT, AND 

" Now marrye me, or not, sir kni 
Your pleasure shall be free: 

If you make me ladye of one goc 
lie make you lord of three." 

" Ah ! cursed bee the gold," he s 
" If thou hadst not been trewe 

I shold have forsaken my sweet 
And have changed her for a n 

And now their hearts being linke 

They joyned hand in hande : 
Thus he had both purse, and per 
And all at his commande. 

TOI.. III. 17 



EaeU. RlCHAl 

And all hia 

He did him di 

Where all t 



Wilh towera o 

He said, " Bu( 
The white 1 

For I would g 
To get you I 

" I wish your 

And drown 



EAKL RICHARD. 

For all this would not mend the ^ 
That ye would do to me." 

" The miss is not so great, ladye, 
8oon mended it might be. 

" I have foar-and-tweaty mills in 

Stands on the water Tay; 
Youll have them, and as mnch fl 

As they'll grind m a day." 

" I wish your bomiie ship rent an 
And drown you in t)ie sea ; 

For all tliat would not mend the i 
That ye would do for me." 

" The misa is not so great, lady, 
Soon mended it will be. 

" I have four-and-twenty milk-wfa 

All calved in a day ; 
You'll have them, and as much ht 

As ihey all on can gae." 

" I wish your bonnie ship rent an 
And drown ye in the sea ; 

For all that would not mend the 
That ye would do Co me." 

" The miss is not so great, ladye, 
Soon mended it might be. 
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" I have four-and-twenty milk-white steeds, 
All foaled in one year ; « 

You'll have them, and as much red gold 
As all their backs can bear." 

She turned her right and round about, 

And she swore by the mold, 
" I would not be your love," said she, « 

" For that church full of gold." 

He turned him right and round about) 

And he swore by the mass, 
Says, — " Lady, ye my love shall be. 

And gold ye shall have less." » 

She turned her right and round about. 

And she swore by the moon, 
" I would not be your love," says she, 

" For all the gold in Rome." 

He turned him right and round about, <> 

And he swore by the moon. 
Says, — " Lady, ye my love shall be, 

And gold ye shall have none." 

He caught her by the milk-white hand, 
And by the grass-green sleeve ; * 

And there has taken his will of her. 
Wholly without her leave. 



EABL RIGHABD. 

The lady trowned aod sadly blusb 

And oh ! but she thought shami 

Says, — " If you are a knight at al 

You surely will t«ll me your na 

" In some places they call me Jaci 
Id other some they call me Job 

But wbeu into the Queen's Court, 
Ob then Lithcock it is my nam< 

" Lithcock ! Lithcock ! " the lady 
And oft she spelt it over agmn ; 

" Lithcock ! it's Latiu," Ihe lady a 
" Richard's the English of that 

The Knight he rode, the lady ran, 
A live long summer's day ; 

Till they came to the wan water 
That all men do call Tay. 

He set his horse head to the watei 
Just thro' it for to ride i 

And the lady was as ready aa him 
The waters for to wade. 

For he had never been aa kind'he 
As to bid the lady ride ; 



EARL BICHABD. 

he had never been so low-hearted 
for to bid him bide. 

eep into the wan water • 
ire stands a great big stone ; 
rned his wight horse head about, 
i, " Lhdy fair, will ye loup on ?" 

taken the wand was in her htuid, 
1 struck it on the foam, 
lefore he got the middle stream, 
s htdy was on dry land. 
lelp of God and our Lady, 
help lyes not in your hand. 

imed it from my mother dear, — 
V is there that has learned better — 
I came to a deep water, 
in swim thro' Uke ony otl«r. 

med it from my mother dear, — 
id I learned it for my weel ; 
I eame to a deep water, 
in swim thro' like ony eel." 

1 back, turn back, you lady feir, 
1 know not what I see ; 
is a lady in that castle, 
it will bum you and me." 



EASL RICHARD. 

" Belide me weal, betide me wae, 
That lady will I see." 

She took a ring from her finger, 
And gave't the porter for his fee 

SajB, " Tak you that, my good por 
And bid the Queen, speak lo me. 

And when she came before the Qu 
There she fell fow down on her 1 

Says, " There is a knight into youi 
This day has robbed me." 

" O has he robbed you of your gol 
Or has he robbed you of your ft 

" He has not robbed me of ray goli 
He has not robbed me of my fee 

He has robbed me of my maidenhi 
The fairest flower of my bodie." 

" There is no knight in all my cour 

That thus has robbed thee, 
But you'll have the truth of his rigl 

Or else for your sake he'll die, 
Tho' it were Earl Richard, my own 

And oh forbid that it be ! " 
Then, sighing, said the lady fair, 

" I wot the samen man i^ he." 



EABI. RICHABD. 

Queen called on her merry ^en, 
ven Gfty men and three ; 
i Bichard ueed to be the first man, 
ut now the hindmost was he> 

) taken out one hundred pounds, 

nd told it la his glove : 

i, " Tak you tlial, my lady fair, 

nd seek another love." ' 

I no, oh no," the lady cried, 
That's what shall never be ; 
lave the truth of your right hand, 
he Queen it gave to me." 

riflh I had drunk of yoiu: water, sister, i 
^hen I did drink your wine ; 
t for a carle's fair daughter, 
does gar me dree all this pine." 

ly be I am a carle's daughter, 
nd may be never nane ; > 

m ye met me in the green wood, 
^hy did you not let me alane ? " 

ill you wear the short clothes, 

r will you wear the side ; 

vill you walk to your wedding, ' 

r will you till it ride ? " 



" I will not wear the short clothes, 
But I will wear the side ; 

I will not walk to my wedding, 
But I ta it will ride." 

When be was set upon the horse, 

The lady him hehlnd, 
Then cauld and eerie were the wort 

The twa had them between. 

She said, " Good e'en, ye nettles tali 
Just there where ye grow at the i 

If the auld carline my mother was 1 
Sae weel's she would your pates ] 

" How she would slap you in her pc 
I wot at that she wadna fail ; 

And boil ye in her auld brass pan. 
And of ye mak right gude kail. 

" And she would meal you with mill 
That she gathers at Ihe mill, 

And mak you thick as any dtugh ; 
And when the pan was brimful, 

" Would mess you up in scuttle dish 
Syne bid us sup till we were fou ; 

Lay down her head upon a poke, 
Then sleep and snoi-e like any sot 



EARL ai CHARD. 

J I away ! you bad woman, 
all your vile words gricYeth me; 
ye heed so little for yourself, 
sure ye'll heed fer leas for me. 

h I had drunk your water, sister, '" 
m that I did drink of your wine ; 
for a carle's fair dau^ter, 
^e gars me dree all this pine." 

be I am a carle's daughter, 
. may be never naae ; i* 

ye met me in the good green wood, 
•f did you not let me alane ? 

; e'cD, gude e'en, ye heather berries, 
fe're growing on yon hill; 
auld carle and his bags were here, i' 
)t he would get meat his fill. 

, late at night I knit our pokes, 
h even four-and'l^enCy knots; 
I the mom at breakfast time, 
carry the keys of an earl's locks. a 

, late at night I knit our pokes, 
h even four-and-twenty strings ; 
' you look to my white fingers, 
y have as many gay gold rings." 



EABL RICHARD. 

" Away ! away 1 ye ill womao. 
And sore your vile words grievetl 

When you heed so ijttle for yoursell 
I'm sure yell heed far less for me 

" But if you are a carle's daughter^ 

As I take you to be, 
How did you get the gay clothing, 

In green wood ye had on thee ? "" 

*' My mother she's a poor woman, 
She nursed earl's children three ; 

And I got them from a foster sister, 
For to beguile such sparks as the 

" But if you be a carle's daughter. 

As I believe you be. 
How did ye leam the good Latin, 

In green wood ye spoke to me ? " 

" My mother she's a mean woman. 
She nursed earl's children three ; 

I leame<i it from their chapelain. 
To beguile such spai^ as ye." 

When mass was sung, and hells wen 
And all men boune for bed, 

Then Earl Kichard and this ladje 
In ane bed they were laid. 



I EABL BtCHi^KD. 

He turned his Tace to the stock, 

And she hers to the stane ; x* 

id cauld and dreary was the luve 
That was thir twa between. 

reat was the mirth in the kitchen, 
Likewise intill the ha' ; 
It in his bed lay Earl Richard, ^ 

Wiping the teare awa'. 

i wept till he fell fast asleep, 

Then slept till licht was come ; 

len he did hear the gentlemen 

That talked in the room : » 

jd, — " Saw ye ever a fitter match, 
Betwixt the ane and ither ; 
m King o' Scotland's fair dochter. 
And the Queen of England's brither ? " 

4nd ia she the B^g o' Scotland's feic 
dochter ? w 

This day, oh, weel is me ! 
ir seven times has my steed been saddled, 
To come to court with thee ; 
id with this wiity lady fiur. 
How happy must I be ! " "" 



THE GAT GOSS-HAWK. 

From Mmtreltg of Iht Scotluh Border, IV. 

" This Ballad ia publi^ed, partlj from 
this title, in Mrs. Bbown's colleclioD, and 
a MS. of some autiqnit}-, penes Edit. 1 
appearing to possess most merit have be 
from each copy." — Scott. 

Annexed is another vendon from Moth 
lection. A third, longer than either, is fi 
Buchan, Ballads of the North of Scotland, 
Scottish Si/uire. 

" O WALY, waly, my gay goaa-hawk, 
Gin your feathering be sheen ! " 

" And waly, waly, my master dear. 
Gin ye look pale and lean ! 

" O have ye tint, at toumamcDt, 
Your sword, or yet your spear? 

Or mourn ye for the southern lass. 
Whom ye may not win near? " 



THE OAT OOSa-HAWK. 

are not tint, at tournament, 
Y sword nor yet my spear ; 
iair I mourn for my true love, 
i' mooy a bitter tear. 

t weel's me on ye, my gay gosa-hawk, 
: caa baith speak and flee ; 
ill carry a letter to my love, 
ing an answer back U> me." 

. how sail I your true love fiDd, 
bow suld I Iier know ? 
r a tongue ne'er wi' her spake, 
I eye that ne'er her saw." 

veel sail ye my true love ken, 
e suae as ye her see; 
of a' the flowers of fair England, 
le fairest flower is she. 

! red, that's on my true love's cheek, 
like blood-drops on the snaw ; 
white, that is on her breast bare, 
ke the down o' the white sea^naw. 

i even at ray love's boner-door 
lere grows a flowering birk ; 
ye maun sit and sing thereon 
. she gangs to the kirk. 



" And four-and-twenty fair ladyes 

Will to the mass repair ; 
Bot weel may ye my ladye ken, 

The fairest ladye there." 

Lord William haa written a love-Ietti 
Put it under bis pinion gray ; 

And he is awa to southern land 
As fast as wings can gae. 

And even at the ladye's hour 
There grew a flowering birk ; 

And he sat down and sung thereon 
As she gaed to the kirk. 

And weel he kent that ladye ftur 
Amang her maidens free ; 

For the flower that springs in May i 
Was not sae sweet as she. 

He lighted at the ladye's yate, 

And sat him on a pin ; 
And sang fu' sweet the notes o' love, 

Till a' was cosh within. 

And first he sang a low, low note, 
And syne he sang a clear ; 

And aye the o'erword o' the sang 
Was — " Your love can no win her 
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" Feast on, feaat on, mj maidens a', 

The wine flows you amang, 
While I gang to my shot-window, 

And hear yon bonny bird's sang. 

ing on, sing on, my bonny bird, 
Che sang ye sung yestreen ; 
r weel I ken, by your sweet singing, 
fe are frae my true love sen." 

Irst he sang a merry sang, 

bid syne he sang a grave ; 

i syne he pick'd his feathers gray, 

To her the letter gave. 

iive there a letter from Lord William ; 
ie says he's sent ye three ; 
canna wait your love langer. 
Jut for your sake he'll die." — 

ae bid him bake his bridal bread, 
Lnd brew his bridal ale ; 
1 1 shall meet him at Mary's kirk, 
lang, lang ere it be stale." 

I lady's gane to her chamber, 
Lnd a moanfu' woman was she ; 
gin she had ta'en a sudden brash, 
ind were about to die. 



THE OAT GOSS-HAWE. 

" A boon, a boon, my father deir, 
A boon I beg of tbee !" — 

" Ask DOl that paaghty Scottish lor 
For him you ne'er shall see : 

" But, for your honest asking else, 
Weel granted it shall be." — 

"Then, gin I die in Southern land, 
In Scotland gar bury me. 

" And the first kirk that ye come tc 
Ye's gar the mass be sung ; 

And the next kirk that ye come to, 
Ye's gar the bells be rung. 

" And when you come to St. Maiy'f 
Ye's tarry there tiil night." 

And so her father pledg'd his word, 
And so his promise plight. 

She has ta'en her to her bigly bour 
As fast as she could fare ; 

And she haa drank a sleepy draughi 
That she had mix'd wi' care. 

And pale, pale, grew her rosy cbeeh 
That was sae bright of blee. 

And she seem'd to be aa surely dead 
As any one could be. 

TOL. III. 18 
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Then spake her cruel step-minnie, 
" Ti^k ye the burning lead, 
■ap a drap on her bosome, 
ry if she be dead." 

ook a drap o' boiling lead, 
Y drapp'd it on her breast; 
i alas ! " her father cried, 
e's dead without the prieat." 

iither chatter'd with her teeth, 
shiver'd with her chin ; 
1 alas ! " her father cried, 
lere is nae breath within." 

Lp arose her seven brethren, 
hew'd to her a bier; 
lew'd it frae the soUd aik, 
'. it o'er wi' silver clear. 

ip and gat her acTen daterB, 
sewed to her a kell ; 
■ery steek that they put in 
ed to a siller bell, 

at Scots kirk that they cam to, 
T gaiVd the bells be rung ; 
It Scots kirk that they cam to, 
T garr'd the mass be sung. 



THE GAT GOaS-HAWK. 

But when they cam to St. Mary's 
"niere stude epearmen all on a r 

And up and started Lord William, 
The cbienoue tunang them a.' 

" Set down, set down the bier," he 
" Let me look her upon : " 

Bat as soon as Lord William touch'c 
Her colour began to come. 

She brightened like the lily flower, 
Till her pale colour was gone ; 

With rosy cheek, and ruby lip, 
She smiled her love upon. 

" A morsel of your bread, my lord, 
And one glass of your wine ; 

For I hae fasted these three lang d 
All for your sake and mine. — 

" Gae hame, gae bame, my seven bai 
Crae hame and blaw your bom ! 

I trow ye wad hae gi'en me the sks 
But Tve gfen you the scorn. 

" Commend me to my grey father, 
That wished my sauI gude rest j 

But wae be to my cruel step-dame, 
Garr'd bum me on the breast."— 



HE GA.T 0033-HA.TK. 

to you, you light woman I 
ath may ye die ! 

father and sisters at hame 
; their faeartfi for thee," 



lile resembles a. pusage ia a M3. traiiBlBtiaa 
7 tale, called The Advtnturrt 0/ Fmvtla, 
mi, and Carral tTDaly, Son of Donogho More 
\Td of Inland. " Faravls, as she entered her 
oaks Dpon the earth, which naa tiagad with 
rd which n raven had newly killed: ' Like 
^■raTla, 'wai the camplexion of m; belovei), 
)o sanguine traces thereon ; whilst the raven 
imoTf the coloar of hie beantlfhl locks.' " 
le reteiablance in the conduct of the story, 
A and the tale just quoted. The Princess 
eaperalely in love with CBiral O'Daly, de- 
:h of him a faithful confldante, who, by her 
lefbrme herself into a hawk, and, perching 
vs of the bard, conveys to hioi informatioa 
the PrincesB of Scotland. Scott. 



THE JOLLY GOSHA' 

Motberwell'B Minitrtlii/, p. 36 

"0 WELL is me, my jolly gosh 
That ye can speak and ^ee ; 

For je can cany a love-letter 
To my true love from me." 

" how can I carry a letter t( 
When her I do Dot know ? 

I bear the lips to her never epi 
And the eyes that her never 

" The thing of my love's face t 
Is that of dove or maw ; 

The thing of my love'a face thf 
Is like blood shed on snaw. 

" And when you come to the ci 
Light on the bnah of ash ; 



THE JOLLT GOSHAWK. 

; joa. there and sing our loves, 
he comes from the mass. 

irhen she gaes into the house, 
'e upon the whiti ; 
; jou there and sing our loves, 
he goea out and in." 

iien he flew lo that castel, 
ighled on the ash ; 
ere he sat and sung their loves, 
be came fiom the mass. 

hen she went into the house, 
lew unto the whin ; 
ere he sat and sung their loves, 
he went out and in. 

I hidierward, my maidens all, 
aip red wine anon, 
pj to my west window, 
hear a hirdie's moan." 

;ane unto her west window, 
iiunlj aye it drew ; 
on into her white silk lap 
bird &ft letter threw. 

bidden send your love a send, 
he has sent you twa ; 



THE JOLLY GOSHAWK. 


And teU him where he 


can see 


Or he cannot live ava 




" I send him the rings 


from m 


gera, 





The garlands off my hair ; 
I send him the heart that's in mj 

What would my love have ma 
And at the fourth kirk in fair S( 

Ye'U bid him meet me there." 

She hied her to her father dear, 
As fast as gang could she ; 

" An asking, an asking, my fatfae 
An asking ye grant me, — 

That, if I die in fair England, 
Jn Scotland gar bury me. 

" At the first kirk of fair Scotlan* 
You cause the bells be rung ; 

At the second kirk of fair Scotlan 
You cause the mass be sung ; 

" At the third kirk of fair Scotlai 
You deal gold for my sake ; 

And at the fourth kirk of fair Sc< 
Oh there you'll*bury me at ! 

" And now, my tender father dea 
This asking grant you me ; " 



Ll.r GOSHAWK. 



uiking is but small," he said, 
i\ granted it shall be." 



astt the same boon artd receives 
STfJirst from her mother, then fro 
i lastb/Jrom her seven brothers.'] 



>wn as dead that lady drapp'd, 

le her mother's knee ; 

It it spak an auld witch wife, 

e fire-side sat she : 

'* Drap the het lead on her cheel 

drap it on her chin, 

ip it on her roiie red lips, 

ihe will speak again : 

ch a lady young will do, 

3" true love to win." 

rapp'd the het lead on her cheel 
d they on her chin ; 
'app'd it OD her red rose lips, 
bey breathed none again. 

ithers they went to a room, 
ake to her a bier ; 
fda of it were cedar wood, 
^e plates on it gold ao clear. 



THE JOLLT GOSHAWK. 

Her sisters thej ireht to a room, 

To make to her a sai^ ; 
The cloth of it was satin fine, 

And the ateeking silken w&rk. 

" But well is me, mj jolly goshai 
That ye can speak trnd flee ; 

Come shew to me any love token 
That you have brought to ine.' 

" She sends yoM the rings from h 
The garlands from her hair ; 

She sends you the heart within h 
And what would you have mai 

And at the fourth kirk of fair So 
She bids you meet her there." 

" Come hither, all my merry you 
And drink the good red wine } 

For we must on to Mr England, 
To free my love from pine." 

At the first kirk of f^r Seotland, 
They gart the bells be rung ; 

At the second kirk of fair Scotlai 
They gart the mass be sung. 

At the third kirk of &ir Scotland 
They dealt gold for her sake ; 



THE JOLLT GOSHAWK. 

I fourth kirk of fmr Scotland 
rue love met them at. 

wn, set down the corpse," he said, 
I look on the dead ; i 

: time that I saw her face, 
uddy was and red ; 
', alas, and woe is me I 
wallowed like a, weed." 

the sheet upon her face, i 

le aboon her chin ; 
f white cheek, and lemin' eyne, 
jokt and laugh'd to him. 

ne a chive of your bread, my love, 
tie of your wine i i 

ive fasled for your love, 
weary lang days nine ; 
not a Bteed in your stable, 
'ould have Tteen dead ere syne. 

>me,gae bune, my seven brothers, ii 
lame and blaw the horn ; 
can aay in the South of England, 
sister gave you a acorn. 

i not here to fair Scotland, 

} amang the meal ; u 



THE JOLLT G 

Bat I came here to faJ 
To wear the silks s( 

" I came not here to ft 
To lye amang the d 

But I came here lo tiu 
To wear the gold so 



APPENDIX. 



TOUNG HUNTING. 

FtOCO Bnohan'e BaSadt oftht Nort 

Lady Maibrt forth from h« 
And stood od her toner he 

She thonght she heard a brid 
The Bound did her heart g 

She thought it was her first t 
Wbom she loved ance in ti 

Bat it was her new love, Hm 
Come fi:ae the hunting o' i 

" Gnde morrow, gnde morrov 
God make ;ou safe and fre 

Pm come to take my last fare 
And pay my last visit to th 

" stay, O fltay then, young 
stay with me this night ; 

Ye shall ha'e cheer, an' chare 
And candles burning brigb 

" Have no more cheer, you U 
An hour langei^ibr me ; 



TOUNG HCNTING. 



love be changed, my lore, 

la, for &uld lang sjne, 
■ *^^'ft night wi' mc 

fer shall be your wage, 
d shall be your fee ; 
mea nine into the year, 
ed shall changed be. 

le to the cards or dice, 



ang to the cards nor dice, 

png to a table fcrebye, 
baith beer and wine." 

as drawn for young Hunting 
' but and the wine, 
. him aa deadly druok 
nhallowed swine. 

ta'en Dut a tnuty brand, 
Lg below her gare ; 
woundd him, young Hunting, 
iTOund and a sair. 

: speaks her comrade, 
the compaoie : ■ 



" Alas 1 this deed that ye h: 
Will min baith you and 

" Heal well, heal well, you 
Heal well this deed od m 

The robes that were shapei 
They shall be sewed for t 

" Tbo' I wou'd heal it neve 
And never sae well," said 

" There is a God above us I 
That can baith hear and 

They booted him and spurr 
As he'd been gaun to ridi 

A hunting-horn about his n 
A sharp sword by his wd 

And they rode on, and &rt1 
All the lang summer's tid 

Until they came to wan wal 
Where a' man ea's it Cly 

The deepest pot ia Clyde's 
There they flang him in, 

And put a turf on his breas 
To had young Hunting d 

out it speaks a little wee 
As she sat on the brier ; 

" Gae hame, gae hame, ye I 
And pay your m^den's h 

e&, And tbe. 68, And there 



TO UNO HUNTING. 

irill pay ray maiden's hire, 
hire I'U gi'e to thee ; ' 
conceal this fetal deed, 

I ha'e gowd ibr your fee." 



I well, keep well your green claithing 
I ae drap o' his bluid." 

I keep well my green claithing 
t ae drap o' his bluid, 
thau I'll do your flattering tongue, 
t flutters in your head. 

> down, come down, my bonny bird, 
it down upon my hand; 
gowd feather that's in your wing, 
ra'd p'e a' my land." 

shall I come down, how can I come dow 
' shall I come down to thee ? 
iugs ye said to young Huudng, 

same ye're saying to me." 

fell out on that same day, 

king was going to ride, 

i call'd Ibr him, young Hunting, 

to ride by his side. 

>ut it speaks the little young son, 
on the nurse's knee, 
irs me sair," smd that young babe, 
i's in bower wi' yoo ladie." 



TODNG HDNTING. 

Then they ha'e call'd her, Lady I 
And she sware by the thorn, 

That she saw not him, young Hdi 
Sin' yesterday at mom. 

Then they ha'e call'd her, Lady i 
And she aware by the moon, 

That she saw not him, young Hui 
Sin' yesterday at noon. 

" He was playing him at the Clyd 
Perhaps he haa fa'en in ; " 

The king he call'd his divera all. 
To dive for his young son. 

They dii'd in thro' the wan bum- 
Sae did they out thro' the othet 

" Well dive nae mair," SMd these 
" Suppose he were our brother.' 

Then out it spake a little bird, 
That flew aboon their head : 

" Dive on, dive on, ye divers aQ, 
For there he lies indeed. 

" But yell leave aff your day divi 
And yell dive in the night ; 

The pot where young Hunting li« 
The candies they'll bum bright 

" There are twa ladies in yon bow 

And even in yon ha', 
And they ha'e kill'd him, young £ 

And caaten Him awa'. 



TOUNG HUNTING. 

booted him and sparred him, 
«'d been gaun to tide ; 
dng horn tied round hia neck, 
arp Bnonl by hia eide. 

ieepeat pot o" Clyde's water, 
« ehey flang hinv in, 
turf on Mb breast bane, 
ad young Hunting down." 

ley left aff their day diving, 
tUey dived on the night ; 
i that young Hunting lay in, 
candles were burning bright. 

ng he cali'd hia hewers all, 
ew down wood and thorn, 
put up a strong bale-fire, 
e ladies for to bum. 

ey ha'e ta'en her, Lady Katharine, 

they ha'e pitten her in ; 

wadna light upon her cheek, 

wou'd it on her chin, 

Lg tiie pointa o' her yellow hair, 

healing the deadly sin. 

hey ha'e ta'en her, Lady Mwarj-, 

they ha'e put her in : 

lighted on her cheek, 

syne upon her chin, 

ng the points o' her yellow hair, 

she burnt like keckle-pin. 



EARL RICHARD. See p 



The following, piece appeared in Scarce Ancient 
Boiiads, Alexander Laiog, Aberdeen, 1822. The af- 
fectadoD of andquitj in the spelling and style will not 
prevent the reader from discovering that it is an en- 
tirely modem composition, excepting only the twenty 
lines of Herd's fragment, whiuh are interwoven with a 
atory different from that of all the genuine 



In truips of two, and truipa of tenne, 
The ruthless rievers apredde, 

And fro the noise, in wyld affraie, 
The lawland chieiliuns fledde. 

Tyll up and rose a bold baronne, 
The brave Earl Richard he. 

Who fyr'd at nieht the beacon brieht, 
And rays'd the north countrie. 



£ABL BICHASU. 

s'd in mayl fro helm to spur 
bold baronne march'd tbrthe, 
) the Scotish anaird gar'd flee 
lievers of the Northe. 

lylei U> worke his countrie's wei! 
tnid in Gtalw&rt atowre, 
I the wyde heathe, bare and blak, 
'd not the wjld wind's power, 

knicht, whose f^niog lausae 
lickle dule and care 
eed his cowart heart, frae mang 
loiboin deeds of warre, 

the p4nt«d bouir fiill fain, 
I saered words lo mure, 
lie loytering daie hj daie, 
wione bis lady's luve. 

I'll he strave her bonnie mMdena 
is foule lure to gain, 
'e the litbere leman strave, 
i their toil was vain. 

iehard, when the ficht was o'er, 
mount his trustie steid, 
iward rade o'er muir and moaae, 
rode wi spurs of speid, 

iU'd all in courier's geir, 
B was wont to ryde, 
in home tyed round his waist, 
wpe sword by his syde. 



And he rode Easte and he rode 
With mickle Bpeid and pouir, 

Untyll he came to the bredde st 
That girt hia stately touir. 

" Thoa warde, that on mie caste! 

Do9t keip the watchc soe late, 
Uolocke the massie halle that sh 

Soe faste mie ironne gate." 

The warde, that on the castel w( 
Did keip the watche soe late, 

Unlock'd the massie halle that si 
Soe fast« the iranne gate. 

With sacred words and luiks of I 
(Ah foule deceivours theycl) 

His winsome dame aa iaste'appr 
BedighC in braive arraie. 

Her lillie hand did beare a cupp 
'Twas a gowd but the stem, 

Full fayre and wrought* the bur 
Studded wyth mony a gem. 

But Btraunge to say, a eicklie de' 
O'erspredde the gems so sheei 

And chaung'd to pale the rubies 
The emraud's vivid green. 

She held it ftirthe to the bolde bi 
(Her ^D hand drugg'd the cu 

He tuik the framifu' gill, and dn 
The lethal bevrage up. 



et the deidly draucht should &yle, 
lies lock'd in eleip he laie, 
in hand gave the deip wy de irounds, 
ence weU'd hia lyfe awaie. 

I was the streme and deip, diat flow*!! 
1 castel wa besyde, 
her they threw that eari's bodie, 
pe i the dashing tyde. 

je, rin to the braid, braid loch, 
&ste as ye can drie, 
^\T awa wi that grimme baronne, 
lEun and greafe, frae me." 

iver it rin to the braid, braid loch, 
: faste as it could drie, 
id not beir wi that grimme baronne, 
lEun and greafe tVae thee. 

sarse serin daiea were gone, and a' 
:re lock'd in sleip fix &8(e, 
■pest rose, and the fbule fiende 
ide the dreidfn' blaste. 

oud loud blew the westlln wind, 
r shook the masae touir, 
he blue lighfrnngx forky flash 
a sbyoand i the bouir. 

adie waked wi trembling dreid, 
1 op'd her een sae wyde, 
:her she saw the earl's bodie, 
' weltring by her syde. 



Sbe has called to her maidens, 
She call'd them ane by ane ; 

" There lyes a deid man i mi bouir, 
I Irish that he \>aa.gane." 

They ha booted him and epuired hi 
As he was wool to lyde, 

A hunlia horn ty'd round hia waste 
A sharpe sword by his syde. 

Then up it spak a bonnie bird, 

That sat upon a trie ; 
" What ha ye don wi Earl lUchard 

Ye was hia gwe ladie." 

" Cmn doun, cum doun, mi bonnie 
And licht upon my hand. 

And ye sail ha a cage o gowd, 
Wher ye ha but the wand." 

" Awa, awa, ye ill woman ; 

Nae cage o gowd for me ; 
As ye ha don to Earl Richard, 

Sae wou'd ye doe to me." 

She has call'd to her bouir modern 
She has call'd them ane by ane : 

" Tber lyes a deid man in mi bouir 
I wish that he was gaae." 

They ha booted him and spurred h 
As he was was wont to ryde, 

A bantin horn ty'd round bis waste 
A gharpe sword by bis syde. 
118, bonnia. 



EABL SICHABD. 

p and spat the bouir woman, 
. a wafii woman was she : 
e Ewevons cum of Eari Richard ; 
ilue him, thou &u3se ladie ! " 

saj not soe, thou bouir woman, ub 

%y thee eay not soe, 

in the irefu kjih and kin 

)ld worck me meikle woe. 

ni gie thee fee, and PIl gie thee land, 
. silver and gowden aiTEue, im 

lou shalt ha'e a tall, tall luve, 
1 be a ladie gaie." 

ina ha thie fee, and 1 winna ba thie land, 
thie silver and gowden arraie, 
la't thou gie me a tall, tall luve, iss 

mak me a ladie gaie. 

[ wi ca Earl Richard's frendys a, 

I ril ca the kyth and kin, 

wi sound the grasa green horn, 

. lat a the merry men in." ua 

p and came that kytli and kin, 

kne, by twa and by three, 

out alas ! " and " wae worth !" thei cried, 

I ha sl^n him, thou &u3se ladie I " 

eimounted theeteid, norblynn'dtherapeid, 
muir, moBse, dell and doune, iis 

thei came lo the gude Scokh king, 
e sat in Edinburghe toune : 
i, bonnie. 137, For thei. 181, ba a. 



EABL RICHA1 

TJntyll thei cam to hia caste 
All as he Bit at 'lyne, 

T^th monie a knicbt and b 
Drinking the bluid redo ■ 

" Justice, justice, gude n 
Agajnst ane ill woman ; 

Earl Rjcliard'a wyfe a fauss 
For her aia trew lord hai 

Then up it Bpak our gnde t 
And ane angry man was 

" Now hye ye bak to Earl 1 
And bren that lausse ladj 

And he has wrytten a brait 
And sygn'd it we his har 

" Now hye ye back to Earl 
And bren that fausse len 

And hameward thei hy'd, t 
Thei did nae stop nae sta 

And when thei cam to Ear 
Thei brent that &asse le. 

And then the mining for 
Sevin lang, lang daiee tl: 

And a the kyth and kin w( 
And a the lawlanda weip 

And out and cam the gude 
And a waefli man was hi 

To our ladies kirk in Dunf 
Tb^ bore this Earl's bod 



1 



EAKL RICHARD. 



the deathbell waa rung, and ma 

ther he lyes by the kirke wa, 
under the bnud yew tree. 



YOUNG WATERS. 

From Buchaa'B BaUadi oflht NorOi of Scolland, i 

It fell about the gude Yule time. 
When caps and stoiips gaed roun', 

Down it came him young Waters, 
To welcome James, our king. 

The great, the great, rade a' t^tgether, 

The sma' came &' behin' ; . 
But wi' young Waters, that brave knight 

There came a gay gatherin'. 

The horse young Waters rade upon. 

It cost him hunders niue ; 
For he iraa siller shod before, 

And gowd graith had behin'. 

At ilka tippit o' bis horse mane 

There hang a siller bell ; 
The wind was loud, the steed was proud, 

Andthey gae a sindry knell. 

The king he lay ower's caatle wa'. 
Beheld baith dale and down ; 

And he beheld him, young Waters, 
Come riding to the town. 



JNG WATERS. _ 

ght and round about, 
aen said he, — 
vest man, my dame. 



, and I've seen lords, 

■ high degree ; 

n than young Waters 



ght and roun' about, 
f man was he ; 
my dame, the qaeen ; 
excepted me 1 " 

jA, ye are nae lord, 
ig that wears the crown 
■d in tyr Scotland, 
maun a* bow down." 

IT love chcMciiig, 
o your irill; 
;at or dnnk, 
B I'U gar fciU." 

8, the king cou'd say, 
'e excepted me ; 
e king cou'd say, _ 
jrs he shall die. 

lur ill-wyled words 



TOCITG WA' 

Toung Waters came befoi 
Fell low down on his ki 

" Wio up, win up, young 
What'a this I hear o' thi 

" What ails the king at m 
What ails the king at m 

" It is tauld me the day, a: 
Ye've done me treason! 

Liars will lie on sell gude 
Sae will they do on me 

I wudna wish to be the m 
That liars on wudna lie 

Nevertheless, the king coi 
" In prison Strang gang 

yea for yea," the king 
" Young Waters, ye ah; 

Syne they ha'e ta'en him, 
Laid hiiu in prison stra 

And left him there wi' fei 
Making a heavy mane. 

" Afi ha'e I ridden ^ro' ! 

Thro' heavy wind and 
But ue'er raUe I thro" Sir 

Wi' fcttori on my feet. 

" Aft ha'e I ridden thro' 1 
Thro' heavy wind and 

But ne'er rade I thro' Sti 
But thought to ridden'l 



YOUNG WATERS. 

ought him to the heading-hill, 
Drae, hot and hia saddle ; 
y brought to the heading-bill 
}ung son in his cradle. 

y brought to the heading-hill, 
aunds intill a leish ; 
ly brought till the heading-hill, 
OS-hawk in a jess. 

mea he then rade up the hill, 
Qony a man hint v'l', 
led on his trusty page, 
me right speedilie. 

lo' ye to the Eari o' Mar, 
e sits on yon hill ; 
loose the brand frae his bodie, 
g Waters for to kill." 

e forbid," the Earl he said, 

e e'er su'd wear the brand 
gars young Waters die." 

: has looa'd his tri^^ brand, 

Asten't in the sea; 

Never lat tbem get a brand, 

Ibid it prepared was, 
le did mount it hie ; 
ipectators that were there, 
lut tears bliot their e'e. 



TOTTNG WATERS. 

d your longoes, iny brethren dear, 



" Ye'll tak' a bit o' canvas eWth, 

And pit it ower my ee ; 
And Jack, my man, ye'll be at hand, 

The hour that 1 su'd die. 

" Syne aff ye'll lak' my bluidy sark, 
Gie it fair Margaret Graharae ; 

For sfae may curse the dowje dell 
That brought King James him hame. 

" Yell bid her mak' her bed narrow, 
And mak' it naenays wide ; 

For a brawer man than young Waters 
Will ne'er atreek by her side. 

" Bid her do weel to my young son. 

And gie him nurses three ; 
For gin he live to be a man. 

King James will gar him die." 

He call'd npon the headsman then, 

A purse o' gowd him gae ; 
Says, " Do yotii" office, headsman, boy. 

And mak' nae miur delay." 

" O head me soon, head me clean, 

And pit me out o" pine ; 
For it is by the ting's command ; 

Gang head me till his min'. 



TOCNO WATF.RS. 

y him I'm eondemn'd to die, 
!ve to hia ain kin ; 
the truth, m plainly tell, 
[lis sister's son." 

i're my sister's ion," he said, 
unkent to me." 
dDa ye on your sister Bess, 
lives in the French countrie ? " 

ess then be your mither dear, 
.rust well she be, 
le, gae hame, young Waters, 
ne'er be slain by me." 

lay by his napkin fine, 
laft as ony silk, 
the block he laid Ms neck, 
irbiteF than the milk. 

Strike Ibe blow, ye headsman, bi 
that right speedilie; 
:r be said here gaes a knight, 
ance eondemn'd to die." 

\A was ta'en frae young Waters, 
mbny tears for him shed ; 
T did mourn for fair Mirgaret, 
iving she lyes mod. 



LAMMlKm. See p. S4 

Pinlaj's Scottish Ballad, ii. 4 

Lammikin was as gude a masoi 
As ever hewed a stane ; 

He triggit Lord Weire's caatle, 
But payment gat he nane. 

" Sen ye winna ^e me my guerd 
Sen ye winna gie me my hire, 

This gude caede, sae stately bujli 
I sail gar rock wi' fire. 

" Sen ye winna gie me my wage 
Ye sail hae cause to rue : " 

And syne he brewed a black rev< 
And syne he vowed a tow. 

The Lanunikio sair wroth, 3(ur n 
Returned ag^n to Downe ; 

But or he gaed, he vow'd and to- 
The castle should sweep the grc 



LAMMIKIN. 

1 at hame, my gude Lord Weire, 
d ye byde at hame ; 
k to this day's hunting, 
Lve me a' alane. 

[fht, yae night, I dreamt this bower 

, red blude was fii' ; 

png to this black hunting, 

x>ka to dreams, my winsome dame ? 
luse hae ye to fear ; " 
e be kindly kissed her cheek, 
yne the starljiig tear. 

the gude green-wood he's gane, 
) her painted bower ; 
she closed the windows and doors 
1 caade, ha', and tower. 

seked doors, they steeked yetta, 
to the cheek and chin ; 
teked them a' but a wee wicket, 
Lammikin crap in. 

i are the lads o' this castle ? " 
the Lammikin ; 

are a' wi Lord Weire, hunting," 
alse nonrice did sing. 

i are the lasses o' this castle ? " 
the Lammikin ; 
ire a' out at the washing," 
alse nourice did dng. 



LAMJIIKIS. 

'' But where's tie lady o" this cas 

Says tlie Lammikm ; 
" She is in her bower sewing," 

The false nourice did sing. 

" Is tliia the bairn o' this house ? 

Says the Lanimikin ; 
" The only bairn Lord Weire auj 

The false nourice did sing. 

Lanimikin nipped the bonnie bal: 
Whiie loud false nourice sings; 

Lanmiikin nipped the bonnie bab 
Till high the red bludo springs 

Still my bairn, nourice, 

still him if ye can : " 

" He will not still, madam. 

For a' his father's Ian'." 

gentle nourice, still my baini 
still him wi' the keys : " 

He will not sdil, fiur lady, 
Let me do what I please." 

still my bairn, kind nourice, 
still him wi' the ring ; " 

He wilt not stiU, my lady, 
Let me do any thing." 

still my bairn, gude nourice, 
O still him wi" the knife : " 
He will not still, dear mistress i 
Gin I'd lay down my life." 



LAMMIKIK. 

lOuiicei loud, loud cries my bairn, 
tiim wi' the bell : " 
not atiU, dear lady, 
cum down yoursell/' 

<tep she stepped, 
pped on a stane, 
step she stepped, 
t the Lammikin. 

1 she saw the red, red blude, 
skriech akrieched she : 
XT, mooeter, spare my uhild, 
!ver skaithed thee ! 

, if in your bluidy breast 
not heart of staoe t 
in' ye sail hae o' gold 
: can carry hame ! " 

. for your gold," he siud, 
na for your fee: 
I wranged by j^ur lord, 
engeancB ye sail drie. 

) nae serfs to guard your haa's, 
sty spearmea here ; 
ten wood they sound tlie horn, 
iC6 the doe and deer. 

Ty sounds the gude green wood 
itsmen, hounds, and horn, 



LAMM IK IS. 

" nourice, wanted ye your meat, 

Or wanted ye your fee, 

Or wanted ye for any thing, 

A f^r lady could gie ? " 

" 1 wanted for nae meat, ladie, 

1 wanted for nae foe ; 
But I wanted for a hantle 

A fair lady could gie." 

TheD Lammikin drew bii red, red b 
And sharped it on a slane. 

And through and through this lair la 
The cauld, cauld steel ia gane. 

Nor lang was't after this foul deed, 
Till Lord Weire cumin' hame, 

Thoeht he saw his sweet barn's bluic 
Sprinkled on a stane. 

''I wish a' may be weel," he says, 

" Wi' my ladie at hame ; 
For the tings upon my fingers 

Are bursting in tw^n." 

But mair he look'd, and dule saw he 
On the door at the trance, 

Spots o' his dear ladys bluid 
Shining like a lance. 

" There's bluid in my nurserj', 

There's bluid in my ha'. 
There's blulA in my fair lady's bowei 

An' that's warst of a'." 



LAMMIKIS. 

BODg the birdie, 
igh sae hie, 
false Dourice for Chat, 
T gallows tree. 

t, and his braw men 



im a' airta o' wind, 

jord Weire's gate 
him on the tree. 



LONG LONKI 



From RiuhardsOQ'a Bonier 



" Beware of Loi 
That lies in d 

The lord said to 
As he rode at 

" Beware of Loi 
That Ues in U 

" What care I ft 
Or any of bis 

My doors are all 
And my wind 

There are wi lil 
And they wer 

But one little wi 
And that was 



LONG LONKIN. 



ad at that little window 
Long Lonkin crept in. 

■Where's the lord of the hall ? " 

Says the Lonkin ; 
He's gone up to London," 

Says Orange to liim. 

Where's the men of th« hall ? " 

Saya the Lonkin ; 
They're at the field ploughiDg," 

Sftjs Orange to him. 

Where's the maids of the hall ? " 

Says the Lonkin ; 
They're at the well washing," 

Says Orange to him. 

Where's the ladies of the hall ? " 

SayB the Lonkin ; 
They're up in their chambers," 

Says Orange to him. 

How shall we get them down ? " 

Says the Lonkin ; 
Prick the babe in the cradle," 

Saya Orange to him. 

Rock well my cradle, 
And bee-ba my son ; 
fe shall have a new gown 
When the lord he comes home." 



LONG LONKIN. 

Stall she did prick it, 
And bee~ba ahe cried; 

" Come down, dearest loiatreBs, 
And stJll your own child." 

" still my child, Orange, 
Still him with a bell;" 

" I can't still him, ladie, 

Till jou come down yoursell." 



" Hold the gold ba^ii, 
For jour heart's hlood to run i 



" To hold the gold basin, 
It grieves me full sore ; 

Oh kill me, dear Lookin, 
And let my mother go." 



tlRD OF WARISTOUN. See p. 107. 



EiNCAiD, L^rd of Waristoun, (an estate 
;weeii the city of Ediuburgb and the sea, 
ith,) was murdered, on the 2d of July, 1600, 
laroed Bobert Weir, who waa employed to 
9 wife, Jean Livingstone, daaghter of the 
3unipace. The unfortunate woman, who 
e implicated in, a crime so revolting to hu- 
i only twenty-one years of age at the time. 
lie from some circumstances, that her hna- 
onaiderably older than herself, and also that 
^e was any thing but one of love. It is 
1, however, that she was instigated to seek 
f resentment for some bad treatment on his 
u particular, for a bite which he had inflict- 
trm. There was something extraordinary 
leradon with which this wretched woman 
the awful gulf of crime. Having resolved 
as to be employed in the murder, she sent 
dam servant of her fiither, Kobert Weir, 
It the neighbouring city. He came to the 
aristoun, to see her ; hut, for some unes- 
ton waa not admitted. She again sent for 
: again went. Again he was not admitted. 
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At length, on his being called a third time, he was 
introduced to her presence. Before this time she had 
found an accomplice in the nurse of her child. It was 
then arranged, that Weir should be concealed in a 
cellar till the dead of night, when he should come forth 
and proceed to destroy the laird as he lay in his cham- 
ber. The bloody tragedy was acted precisely in ac- 
cordance with this plan. Wier was brought up, at 
midnight, from the cellar to the hall by the lady her- 
self, and afterwards went forward alone to the laird's' 
bedroom. As he proceeded to his bloody work, she 
retired to her bed, to wait the intelligence of her hus- 
band's murder. When Weir entered the chamber, 
Waristoun awoke with the noise, and leant inquiringly 
over the side of the bed. The murderer then leapt 
upon him ; the unhappy man uttered a great cry ; 
Weir gave him several dreadful blows on vital parts, 
particularly one on the flank vein. But as the laird 
was still able to cry out, he at length saw fit to take 
more effective measures : he seized him by the throat 
with both hands, and compre^ing that part with all 
his force, succeeded, after a few minutes, in depriving 
him of life. When the lady heard her husband's first 
death-shout, she leapt out of bed, in an agony of min- 
gled horror and repentance, and descended to the hall : 
but she made no effort to countermand her mission of 
destruction. She waited patiently till Weir came 
down to inform her that all was over. 

" Weir made an immediate escape from justice ; but 
Lady Waristoun and the nurse were apprehended be- 
fore the deed was half a day old. Being caught, as 
the Scottish law terms it, recf-Aanrf,— that is, while 
Btill bearing unequivocal marks of guilt, they were 
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immediately tried by the magistrates of Edinburgh, 
and sentenced to be strangled and burnt at a stake. 
The lady's father, the Laird of Dunipace, was a favour- 
ite of King James VI., and he made all the interest 
he could with his majesty to procure a pardon ; but 
all that could be obtained from the king, was an order 
that the unhappy lady should be executed by decapi- 
tation, and that at such an early hour in the morning 
as to make the affair as little of a spectacle as possible. 
► " The space intervening between her sentence and 
her execution was only thirty-seven hours ; yet, in 
that little time, Lady Waristoun contrived to become 
converted from a blood-stained and unrelenting mur- 
deress into a perfect saint on earth. One of the then 
ministers of Edinbui^h has left an account of her con- 
version, which was lately published, and would be ex- 
tremely amusing, were it not for the disgust which 
seizes the mind on beholding such an instance of per- 
verted religion. She went to the scaffold with a de- 
meanour which would have graced a martyr. Her 
lips were incessant in the utterance of pious exclama- 
tions. She professed herself confident of everlasting 
happiness. She even grudged every moment which 
she spent in this world, as so much taken from that 
sum of eternal felicity which she was to eiyoy in the 
next. The people who came to witness the last scene, 
instead of having their minds inspired with salutary 
horror for her crime, were engrossed in admiration of 
her saintly behaviour, and greedily gathered up e\ery 
devout word which fell from her tongue. It would 
almost appear fix>m the narrative of the clergyman, 
that her fate was rather a matter of envy than of any 
other feeling. Her execution took place at four in 



THE LAIRD or WAKISTOni 

the morningoftlieSthof July, stthe WaJ 
Holyroodhoase ; and at die same hour he 
burnt on the castle-bill. It la some gn 
know, that the actual murderer, Weir, w« 
seized and executed, though not till four ] 
Chambers's Scottuh BaUa 

From BucAan'j BaUadt of Uie Norlk of Scoli 

My mother was an ill woman. 
In fiiYecn years she married me 

I hadna wit lo guide a man^ 
Alas ! ill counsel guided me. 

Warristtm, O Warriston, 

I wish that ye may ank for sin ; 

1 was but bare fifteen years auld. 

Whan first I enler'd your jates 

I hadna been a month married, 
Till Qij gude lord went to the ee 

I bare a bairn ere he came hame, 
And set it on the nourice knee. 

But it fell ance upon a day, 
That my gude lord return'd fron 

Then I did dress in the best array, 
As biytbe as ouy bird on tree. 

I look my young son in my arms, 
Likewise my nourice me forebyi 

And I went down to yon shore sid 
My gude lord's vessel I might sp 



THE LAIRD ( 

' 1y lord he stood apon the declc, 
I wyte he hail'd me courleouslie ; 
Te are thrice welcome, my lady gay, 
Wliase anght that bfuni od your knee ? " 

tie tum'd her right and round about, 
Says, " Why take ye aic dreads o' me ? 
las ! I traa too young married. 
To love another man but thee." 

Now hold your tongue, my lady gay, 
Nae mwr felsehooda ye'll tell to me ; 
bis bonny bairn is not mine, 
You've loved another while I was on aea.' 

discontent then hame she went, 
And aye the tear did blin' her e'e ; 
lys, " Of this wretch I'll be revenged, 
For these harsh words he's said to me." 

le's connsell'd wi' her father's steward, 
What way she cou'd revengeii be ; 
id was the counsel then he gave, — 
It was t« gar her gude lord dee. 

le nourice toot the deed in hand, 

1 wat she was well paid her fee ; 

e kiest the knot, and the loop she ran. 

Which soon did gar this young lord dee. 

s brother lay in a room hard by, 
Alas ! that night he slept too soun' ; 
it then he waken'd wi a cry, 
" I fear my brother's putten down. • 
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^ get me coal and candle light, 

And get me some gude companie ; ** n 

But before the light was brought, 

Warriston he was gart dee. 

They've ta'en the lady and &use nourice, 
In prison strong they ha'e them boun' ; 

The nourice she was hard o* heart, 55 

But the bonny lady fell in swoon. 

In it came her brother dear, 

And aye a sorry man was he ; 
" I wou'd gie a' the lands I heir, 

bonny Jean, to borrow thee.** (^ 

" borrow me brother, borrow me, — 

borrow*d shall I never be ; 
For I gart kill my ain gude lord. 

And life is nae pleasure to me." 

In it came her mother dear, « 

1 wyte a sorry woman was she ; 

" I wou'd gie my white monie and gowd, 
bonny Jean, to borrow thee." 

" Borrow me mother, borrow me, — 

borrowed shall I never be ; 7o 
For I gart kill my ain gude lord. 

And life's now nae pleasure to me." 

Then in it came her father dear, 

1 wyte a sorry man was he ; 

Says, " Ohon, alas ! my bonny Jean, tb 

If I had you at hame wi' me. 
VOL. in. 21 



THE LAIKD OF WARISTODK. 

BTen daughters I ha'e left at hame, 
Ls fyji wom^n aa jair can be ; 
; I wou'd gi'e them ane by ane, 
i boaaj Jaaa, to borrow thee." 

' borrow me fiither, borrow me, — 
) borrow'd shall I never be ; 
lat ia worthy o' the death, 
t is but right that I shou'd dee." 

in oat it speaks the king himsell, 
Lad aye aa he steps in the fleer ; 
's, " I grant you your life, lady, 
tecause you are of tender year." 

boon, a boon, my Uege the king, 
rhc boon I ask, ye'U grant to me : " 
sk on, ask on, my bonny Jean, 
Vhate'er ye ask if a granted be." 

ause take me out at night, at night, 
jat not the aun upon me shine ; 
d take me to yod heading hill, 
iCrike a£f thia dowie head o' mine. 

e'H take me out at night, at night, 
iVhen there are nane to gaze and see ; 
d ha'c me to yon heading hill, 
Ind ye'U gar head me speedilie." 

sy've ta'en her out at nine at night, 
»ot not the sun upon her shine ; 
d had her to yon heading hill, 
^nd headed her bfuth neat and fine. 



Then out it speaks the king 
I wj-te a, sorry man waa hi 

" I've travell'd east, Tve trai 
And sailed far beyond the 

But I never saw a woman's t 
I waa sae forry to see dee. 

" But Warriston was sair to 
For slighting o' his lady a 

He had the wyl« o' his ain d 
And bonny lady's overthp 



EtY HAMILTON. See p. 113. 



Country " version from Kinloch'a Ancient 
ich, p. 2S2. The Editor furnishes the 
Btanzaa of another copy : — 



jid tbe kiog deaired me. 
ah&w'd me up, he ebaw'd 



Uothorwell's copies, and in Buchan'a, the 
herself daughter of the Dake of Tork. 



r I was a babe, and a very httle babe, 
itood at my mither'a knee, 
ch nor warkK:k did unfauld 
leath I waa to diite. 



HART HAUILT 

" But my mither waa a proi 
A proud noman and & ba 

And she hired me to Queei 
When scarce eleven year 

" happy, happy, Is the m 
That's born of beauty frei 

It waa my dimpling rosy ehi 
That's been the dole o" n 

And wae be to that weirdie 
And a' his witcherie." 

Word's gane up and word's 
And word's gane to the 1 

That Mary Hamilton was w 
And na body ken'd to wl 

But in and earn the Queen 
Wi' gowd plait on her ha 

Says, " Mary Hamilton, whi 
That I heard greet sae sa 

" There is na babe within n 
And I hope there ne'er i 

But it's me wi' a sair and sii 
And I'm just like to dee.' 

But they looked up, they lo 
Atween the bowsters and 

It's there they got a bonnie 
But if 8 life it was awa'. 

" Bise up, rise up, Mary H 
Kae up, and dresa ye fin* 



MARY HAMILTON. 



put on the dowie black, si 
et the dowie brown ; 

1 put on the robes o' red, 
sen thro' Edinbruii town." 

put on the dowie black, 

et the dowie brown ; « 

put on the robes o' red, 

ien thro' Edinbruch town." 

gtted thro' Edinbmch town, 

lown by the Nether-bow, 

ar tnonie a lady Hiir m 

g and crying, " Oeh how ! " 

p na mair for me, ladies, 
na mEur tor me ; 
L I killed my ain bairn, 
ay 1 deserve to dee. n 

leed ye hech I and how ! ladies, 
need ye how I for me ; 
r saw grace at a graceless fece, — 
[ Mary has nane to pe." 

rward, gae forward," the Queen she Siud, 
forward, that ye may see ; a 

J the BQpreme criminal conrt of ScatlBad w>s 
ne members, viz. the Justiciar, or Justice Gen- 
;bt Deputes. Kiuloch. 



MAKY HAMILTON. 

For the Tery same words that ye hae 
Sail hang ye on the gallowg tree.** 

As she gaed up the Tolbooih st^rs, 
She ^ed loud lauchters three ; 

But or ever she cam i^wn agajn, 
She was condemn'd to dee. 

'- O tak example frae me, Maries, 

tak example frae me, 
Nor gie your luve to courdy lords. 

Nor heed their witchin' ee. 

" But wae be to the Queen hersel, 
She micht hae pardon'd me ; 

But swr she's striven for me to hang 
Upon the gallows tree, 

" Yestreen the Queen had four Marb 
The nicht she'll hae but three ; 

There was Mary Beatoun, Mary Seal 
And Mary Carmlehael, and me. 

" Aft hae I set pearls in her hair, 

Aft hae I lac'd her gown, 
And this is the reward I now get. 

To be hang'd in Edinbruch town I 

" O a' ye mariners, for and near, 

That sail ayont the &em, 
O diana let my father and nuther kei 

But what I am conung hame. 

" O a' ye mariners, fiir and near, 
That sail ayout the sea, 



MABT HAMILTOK. 



lae, weep na m^r for me, ladies, 
Weep na mair for me, 
e Blither that kills her ain bairo, 
[Reserves weel for to dee." 



MART HAMILTON 

Maidmeat's North Omnli-i 



Then down cam Queen tii 
Wi' gold links in her h^ 

Saying, " Marie mild, whe: 
That I heard greet B^ B 



When I was like to die." 

" I'm not deceived," Queen 
" No, no, indeed, not I ! 

So Mario miW, where is tti 
For Bure I heard it cry." 

She turned down the blanli 
Likewise the Holland shi 

Aad underneath, there stra 
A lovely baby sweet. 



HABT HAMILTON. 

el motber," siiid the Queen, 

as fiend possessed diee ; 
ill hang thee for this deed, 
larie tho' thou be I " 



he cam to the Nether-Bow Port, 
Etagh't loud laughters three ; 
sa she cam to the gallows foot, 
laut tear blinded her ee. 

tea the Queen had four Maries, 
light shell hae but three ; 
ras Marie Seton, and Marie Beaton, 
Marie Carmicbael and me. 



Bail upon the sea, 

my &ther or mother nit 

ieath that I maun die. 

my parents' only hope, 
ne'er had ane but me ; 

;tle thought when I left hame. 
should nae mair me see I " 



SIR HUGH, OR THE JEWS DAI 
See p. 136. 

From Motherwell's JGnslrebii, p. 51 ; takeo d< 

Tebterday was brave Hallowdaj, 
And, above all days of tbe year. 

The scliooIbojB all got leave to play. 
And litde Sir Hugb vas tbere. 

He kicked the ball with his foot,. 
And kepped it with his knee, 

And even in at the Jew's window 
He gart the bonnie ba' flee. 

Out then eame the Jew's daughter, — 
" WiU ye come in and dine ? " 

" I mnna come in and I canna ceme i 
TiU I get that ball of mine. 

" Thraw down that ball to me, maide 
Throw down the ball t<i me." 

" I winna throw down your ball, Sir '. 
Till ye come up to me." 

She pu'd the apple frae the tree. 
It was baith red and green, 

She gave it uato little Sir Hugh, 
With that his heart did win. 



SIR EDQH. 

Ued him into ae chamber, 
wiled him into twa, 
id him into the third chamber, 
hat was warst o't a'. 

: out a little penknife, i 

low down by her spare, 

led this jvuDg thing o' his life, 

i word he ne'er spak mair. 

t came out the thick, thick blood, 
lyne came out the thin, g 

e came out the bonnie heart's tdood, — 
was nae m^r within. 

him on a dressing table, 
ress'd him like a swine. 
Lie ye there, my bonnie Sir Hugh, * 
e're apples red and green I " 

him in a case of lead, 

" Lie ye there and sleep 1 " 

iw him into the deep draw-well 

i£tj fathom deep. i 

hoy walking in the garden 
nevously hear him moan, 

sway to the deep draw-well 
ell down on his knee. 

Jonnie Sir Hugh, and pretty Sir Hugh, * 

■ you apeak to me ; 

peak to anybody in this world, 

' you speak to me." 
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When bells were rung and masB was bue 
And every body vent bame, 

Then every lady had her son, 
But Lady Helen bad nane. 

She rolled her mantle her about, 
And sore, sore did she weep ; 

She ran away to the Jew's cattle, 
When ail were fast asleep. 

She cries, " Bonnie Sir Hugh, O pretty i 

I pray you speak to me ; 
If you speak to any body in this world, 

1 pray you speak to me." 

" Lady Helen, if ye want your sod, 

1 11 tell ye where to seek ; 
Lady Helen, if ye want your son, 

He 's in the well sae deep." 

She ran away to the deep draw-well, 
And she fell down on her knee ; 

Sajing, " Bonnie Sir Hugh, pretty S 
I pray ye speak to me; 

If ye speak t« any body in the world, 
1 pray ye apeak to me." 

" Oh I the lead it is wondrous heavy, mo 
The well it ia wondrous deep ; 

The little penknife sticks in my throat. 
And I downa to ye apeak. 

But lift me out o' this deep draw-well. 
And bury me in yon churchyard j 



SIR HCGH. 

Bible at my head," be says, 
a t«stameDt at my feet, 
I and iDk at every side, 
. 11 lie a(il] aad sleep. 

} to the back of Maitland town, 

me my winding sheet ; 

at the back of Maitland town 
fOa and I shall meet." 

:00m, the bonnyi bonny broom, 
iroom that makes full sore, 
,n's merey is very little, 
man'a mercy is more> 



SIB HUGH. Se( 

Froia Hume'B iSiV Hugh of Lincoli 
nwilatioD, in Ireli 

'TwAB on a summer's morn 
Some scholars were playi 

When out came the JeVa i 
And leao'd her back agai 

She said aata (he fairest bo; 

" Come here to me, Sir £ 
" No ! I will not," said he, 

" Without my playfellows 

She took an apple out of he 
And trundled it along the 

And who was readiest to ]i& 
Was littla Sir Hugh, ag^ 

She took him by the milk-w 
An' led him through man 

Until they came to one ston 
Where no man might hea 

She sat him in a goolden ch 
And jagg'd him with a pi: 

And called for a goolden cu 
To houl' his heart's blood 



him by the yellow h^, 

so by the feel ; 

irew him in the deep draw well, 

fifty fadom deep. 

l' over, the night came on, 
[le scholars all went home ; 
erj- mother had her boq, 
tie Sir Hugh's had none. 

her mantle about her head, 
little rod in her han', 
»ys, " Sir Hugh, if I fin' you here, 
bate you for stayin' so long.' 

went to the Jew's door, 
ey were fast asleep ; 
I ahe went to the deep draw-well, 
vas fifty ladom deep. 

, " Sir Hugh, if you be here, 
uppose you be, 
he dead or quick aroae, 
and spake to me." 

her dear, I am here, 

t I have staid very long ; 

tie penknife was stuck in my heart, 

e stream ran down full strong, 

ter dear, when you go home, 
ly playfellows all, 
jst my life by leaving them 
playing that game of ball. 



SIR HDGH. 

Adi] ere another day is goni 
My wioding-aheet prepare 

And bury me io Che green c 
Where the flowers are bio 

Lay my Bible at lay head, 
My teatament at my feet ; 

The earth and worms shall t 
Till Christ aod I shall mei 



PATRICK SPENS. Sea p. H7. 

tiaa'9 BaiiadM of die Jforlh o/ScoUiavi, i. 

ng sits in Dunfermline town, 
nking at the wine ; 
tVhere ^U I get a good skipper 
lail tlie sauC seas fine ? " 

leaks an eldren knight 
g the companie, — 
Patrick Spens is the best skipper 
;ver swl'd the sea." 

g he wrote a braid letter, 
eal'd it wi' hia ring ; 
fell ^'e that to Patrick Spens : 
ye can him find." 

this, not wi" an auld man, 
et a simple boy, 
best o' nobles in hii train 
Btter did convoy. 

atrick look'd the letter upon 
t laugh then ga'e he ; 
he read it till an end, 
ar blinded his e'e. 



BIR PATRICK SFBtrS. 

" Yell eat and drink, my meirj men 
An' see ye be weell thorn ; 

For blaw it weet, or blaw it wind, 
My guid ship sails the mom." 

Then out it Bpeaks a goid anld man, 
A guid death mat he dee, — 

" Whatever ye do, my guid master, 
Tak' God yoar guide to bee. 

" For lat« yeetreen I saw the new mo- 
The aold moon in her arm." 

" Ohon, alas ! " aaya Patrick Spens, 
" That bodes a deadly stonn. 

" But I maan sail the seas the mom, 
And likewise sae maun yoii ; 

To Noroway, wi' our king's daughterf 
A chosen queen she's now. 

" But I wonder who has been sae base 

Aa tauld the king o' mee : 
Even tho' hee ware my ae brither. 

An ill death mat he dee." 

Now Patrick he rigg'd out his ship, 
And sailed ower the &em ; 

But mony a dreary thought had hee. 
While hee was on the main. 

Tiiey hadna sail'd upon the sea 

A day but barely three, 
■Ell they came in sight o' Noroway, 
It's there where they must bee. 



SIB PATRICK SPENS. 

The; hadna stayed into that place 
)nth but and a daj', 
caua'd the flip in mugs gae n 



>e and harp nae Bweetl; play'd, 
trumpeta loudly Boun' ; 
y hall where in they stay'd, 
Jieir mirth did rebouD*. 

ut it speaks an auld skipper, 
Dbearing dog was hee, — 
stay'd ower lang in Noroway, 
iding yonr king's monie." 

ut it speaks Sir Patrick Spens, — 

I bow o' guid red gowd 
my ship wi' mee. 

letide me well, betide me wae, 
day I'so leave (he shore ; 
iver spend my king's monie 
g Noroway doga no more." 

Patrick hee is on the sea, 
even on the faem, 
i-an-fifty Scots lords' sons, 
lang'd to bee at hame. 

adna sail'd upon the sea 

y but barely three, 

d and boistroua grew the wind, 

stormy grew the sea. 



BIB PATRICK SPENB. 

" O where will 1 get a little wee boy 
WiU tak' my helm in hand. 

Till I gae up tfl my tapmaat, 
And see for aorae dry land ? " 

He hadna gane to bis tapmaat 

A at*p but barely three ; 
Ere thro' and thro' the bonny ship's : 
He saw (be green haw sea. 

" There are five-an-fifty feather beds 
Well packed in ae room ; 

And ye'U get as muckle guid canvas 
Aa wrap tbu ship a' roun' ; 

" Ye'U pitt her well, and spare her r 
And mak' her hale and aoun'." 

But ere he had the word well sjioke 
The bonny ship was down. 

U I^th, laith were our guid lords' so 
To weet their milk-white hands; 

But lang ere a' thq play was ower 
They wat their gowden bands. 

O laith, l^th were our Scots lords' st 
To weet their coal-black shoon ; 

But lang ere a' the play was ower 
They wat their hats aboon. 

It's even ower by Aberdour 

It's fifty fathoms deep, 
And yonder lies Sir Patrick Spens, 

And a's men at his feet 



SIR PATRICK BPEK9. 

ren ower by Aberdour, 
era's mony a cralg and fia, 
yonder lies Sir Patrick Spens, 
l' mony a guid lord's son. 

;, lang will tho Udyes look 
» their morning weed, 
re they see young Patrick Spens 
me sailing ower the Heed. 

;, lang will tbe ladyes look 
i' their fans in their hand, 
re they see bim, Patrick Spens, 
■me sailing to dry land. 



LORD LIVINGSTOT 

mm Bucbaa'3 BaOadi of the North oft 



It fell about the Lammaa time, 
When wightamen won their baj 

A' the squires in merry Linkum, 
Went a' forth till a play. 

They play'd until the eveningtidc 

The sun was gaeing down ; 
A lady thro' plain fields waa bona 

A lily leesome thing- 
Two squires that for this lady pie 

In hopes for a renown ; 
The one waa call'd the proud Sea 

The other Livingst^in. 

" When will ye, Mchaell o' Livit 
Wad for this lady gay 7 " 

" To-^norrow, to-morrow," said Lr 
" To-morrow, if you may." 



4 LORD LIVINGSTON. 

Then they hae wadded their wagera, 

And laid their pledges down ; 
Tn iliP high castle o' Edinbro' 

I made them ready boun'. 

lamber that they did gang in, 

■e it was daily dight ; 

pplea were like the gude red gowd, 

bey stood up in higbt ; 

e roo^tree like the siller white, 

shin'd like candleis bright 

ly fair into that ha' 

rtle was LDade o' the pa', 
gowns seem'd o' the green. 

vms seem'd like green, like green, 
kirtle o' the pa'; 
' wand intill her bnnd, 
marshall'd ower them a'. 

e every knight a lady bright, 
every squire a may ; 
n sell those him, Livingston, 
■ were a comely tway. 

kaCon started till his foot, 
fif rce flame in his e'e : 
le next day, wi' sword in hand, 
il»n fields, meet ye me. " 



LORD LIVIKG8TON. 

Lord Livingston and his (air dame 
Id bed were sweetl/ kid. 

The bed, the bed, where they lay in 

Was cover'd wi' the pa' ; 
A covering o' the gude red gowd, 

Lay nightly ower the twa. 

So tliey lay there, till on the tnom 

The auD shone on their feet ; 
Then up it r^se him, Livingston, 
To draw to him a weed. 

The first an' weed that he drew on, 

Was o' the lineo cleat ; 
The next an' weed that he drew on. 

It was a weed o' weir. 

The niest an' weed that he drew on, 
Was gude iron and steel ; 

Twa gloves o' plate, a gowden helme 
Became that Mnd chiel weel. 

Then out it speaks that lady gay, 

A litde forbye stood she ; 
" m dress mysell in men's array, 

Gae to the fields for thee." 

" God forbid," said Livingston, 
" That e'er I dree the shame ; 

My lady slain in pl^n fields, 

And I coward knight at hame ! " 

He scarcely taavelled frae the town 
A mile but barely twa, 



A LORD LTVINGgTOK. 

Till be met wi' a witch woman, 
pray to send her woe. 

'his is too gude a day, my lord, 
To gang sae fer frae town ; 
is is too gude a day, my lord, 
in field to make you boon'. 

dream'd a dream concerning thee, 
D read ill dreams to guid I 
ur bower was full o" milk-white swane, 
Pour bride's bed full o' bluid." 

I bluid is gude,'' said Livingston, 
' To bide it whoso may ; 
[ be frae yon plain fields. 
Sane knew the plight 1 lay." 

lea he rade on to plain fields, 
As swiA^ 'a his borse cou'd hie ; 
id there he met tbe proud Beaton, 
Dome bddly ower ihe lee. 



Is is the day that we must try 
Who gMns tbe victorie." 

en they fought with sword in hand, 
rill they were bluidy men ; 
t on tbe point o' Beaton's sword 
Brave Livingston was slain. 

s lady lay ower castle wa", 
Beholding dale and down, 



LORD LIVINOSTOI 

When Bleacbant brave, his gfJI) 
Came praDcing to the town. 

" O where U now my son gude 1< 
He Btays sae &r frae me ? " 

" dinna ye see your ain gude 
Stand bleeding by your knee ' 

" O live, O live. Lord Livingsto 
The space o' ae half hour ; 

There's nae a leech in Bdinbro' 
But m bring to jour door," 

" Awa' wi' your leeches, lady," I 
"Oftheml'llbe theyaur; 

There's nae a leech in Edinbro' 
That tan strong death debar. 

" Ye'U take the lands o' Livings 
And deal them hberallie ; 

To the auld tbat-may not, the jx 
And Uind that does oa see ; 

And help young maidens' marrii 
That has nae gear to gie." 

" My mother got it in a book, 
Tbc first nigbt I was bom, 

I nou'd be wedded till a knight. 
And him slaju on the mom. 

" But I will do ibr my love's sak 
What ladies woudna thole ; 

Ere seven years shall hae an en 
Nae shoe 's gang on my sole. 



LORD LITraGBTOU. 

never Unt gang oq my head, 
ne gang in my hair, 
Boal DOT candle Ught, 
1 my bower mair." 

en years were near an end, 
y slie thought lang ; 
crack her heart did brake, 
i this ends my saiig' 



CLERK TAMAS. 
BucEuu'b BaOaib ^ the NoMh of Sea 

Clerk Tauas lov'd her, fiur A 
As well Ets Maiy lov'd her son 

But now he bates her, fair Ann] 
And bates the lands that she 

" Ohon, alas 1 " said Mr Annie, 
" Alas ! this day I fear I'll di( 

But 1 will on to sweet Tamaa, 
And see ^ he will pity me." 

Aa Tamas lay ower his shott-wi 
Just as the sun was gaen dow 

There he beheld her, fiur Annif 
As she came walking to the ti 

" O where are a' my well-wight 
I wat that I pay meat and fet 

For to lat a' my hounds gang loi 
To hunt this vile whore to tlu 



The hounds they knew the lady well, 

1 naae o' them they wou'd her bite ; 
ane that is ca'd Gaudy-where, 
tt he did the hAj smite. 

!te mat worth ye, Gaudy-where, 
ill reward this is to me ; 
i bit that I gae the lave, 
very sure I've g^'eu you three. 

ne, alas! there's uae remeid, 
■e comes the day that I qiaun die ; 
ye lov'd your master well, 
1 sae, alas for me, did I ! " 

tain lay ower his ship window, 
: as the sun was gaen. down ; 
he beheld her, fikir Annie, 
she waa hunted frae the town. 

yell forsake father and mitber, 
I «ae wiU ye your friends and kin, 
jll forsake your lands sae broad, 
in come and 1 will lake you in." 

ni forsake baith fetier and noither, 
1 sae will I my friends and kin, 
'11 forsake my lands sae broad, 
1 come, gin ye will take me in." 

a' thing gaed frae fause Tamas, 
1 Ihere was naetiing byde him wi' ; ■ 
he thought lang for Arrandella, 
'as ffdr Annie for to see. 



CLERK TAMAS. 

" How do ye now, ye Bweet Tam 
Aod how gaes a' in your coun 

" III do better to you than ever ] 
Fajr Annie, gin yell come an' 

" Guid forbid," s^d &ir Annit 
" That e'er the like fa' in my 1 

Wou'd I forsake my ain gude bi 
And follow you, a gae-through 

" Yet nevertbeless now, sweet T 
Te'il drink a, cup o' wine wi' i 

And nine times in the live laug i 
Your lair claithing shaQ chang 

Fair Annie pat it dll ber cheek, 
Sae did she tJll her milk-white 

Sae did ehe till her flattering lip) 
But never a drap o' wine gaei 

Tamas pat it till his cheek, 
Sae did he till his dimpled chi 

He pat it till hia rosy lips. 

And then the well o' wine gae 

" These piuns," s^d he, "are ill 
Here is the day that I maun d 

take this cup frae me, Annie, 
For o' the same I am weary." 

When I was hunted to the sea 
But I'se gar bury you in state, 



HN THOMSON AND THE TURK. 

Uierwell's JUimtrelti, Appendix, p. ix. Tbe «i 



[N Thomson fought agtunst the Turks 
'hree years, intill a far countrie ; 
I aU that time, and something mair, 
faa absent iroia hia gay ladie. 

it fell ance upon a time, 
s this young chieftiun sat alaue, 
spied his lady in rich array, 
s she walk'd ower a rural plain. 

'hat brought ye here, my lady gay, 
o far awa from your ud countrie ? 
thought lang, and very lang, 
ad all for your fiur face to see." 

some days she did irith him stay, 
'ill it fell ance upon a day, 
tieweel, for a time," she sud. 
For now I must boun Uame away." 



AND THE TURK. 85 

He's gi'en to her a jewel fine, 

Was sflt with pearl and preeJous sbine ; 
Saya, " My love, beware of these savages bold 

That's in your way as ye gang hame. 

" Yell tak the road, my lady fair, 
That leads you fair acTMS the lea : 

That Iceepa you from wild Hind Soldan 
And likewise from base Violentrie." 

Wi' heavy heart thir twa did pairt. 
She mintet as she nuld gae hame ; 

Hind Soldan by the Greeks was slain. 
But to base Videntrie she's gane. 

When a twelTeraonth had expired, 
John Thomson he thought wondrous 

And he has written a braid letter, 
And sealed it weel wi' bis aiu hand. 

He sent it with a smalt vessel 

That there was quickly gann to sea ; 

And sent it on to feir Scotland, 
To see about his gay ladie. 

But til e answer he received again, — 
The lines did grieve his heart right si 

Nane of her friends there had her seen 
For a twelvemonth and something mi 

Thru he put on a palmer's weed. 
And took a pike-staff in hia band ; 

To Violentrie's caslell he hied ; 
But slowly, slowly he did gang. 
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'Wben witUn the hall he came, 

" 'ooked and couch'd out ower his tree : 
be lady of this hall, 
a of your good bonatith gie me.' 

t news, what news, pahuer," she e^d, 
d from what conntrie cam ye ? " 
itely come from Grecian plains, 
ire hes some of the Scots armie." 

be come frcnn Grecian plains, 
e mair news I mil aak of thee,— 
I of the chiefbuDB that lies there, 
: has lately seen hie gay ladie." 

,wa months, and something mair, 
e we did pairt on yonder plain ; 
>w this knight has began to fear 
of his foes he has her la'en." 

as not ta'en me by farce nor slight ; 
IS a' by my ain free will ; 
Y tarry into the fight, 
bere I mean to tarry still. 

If John Thomson ye do see, 
him 1 wish him silent sleep ; 
vi was not so cozjely, 
y«t sae weel, as lies at my feeL" 

bat he throw aff his strange disguise, 
by the mask that be had on ; 
Hide me now, my lady Jair, 

Violentrie wilt soon be hame." 



JOHN THOMSON AND THE TI 

" For the love I bore thee ance, 
m strive to hide you, if I can : ' 

Then she put him down in a dark 
Where there lay many a new sli 

But he hadDEk in the cellar been, 
Not an hour but barely three, 

Then hideous was the noise he he^ 
When in at the gate cam Violen 

Says, " I wish you well, my lady ta 
It's time for us t* sit to dine ; 

Come, serve me with the good whi 
And likeTTise with the claret wii 

" That Scots chieftain, our mortal 
Sae aft frae the field has made u 

Ten thousand zechins this day Til 
That 1 his face could only see. " 

" Of that same gift wuld ye give i 
If I wuld bring him unto thee ? 
I ^rly hold you at your word ; — 
Come ben, John Thomson, to my lo 

Then from the vault John Thomso 
Wringing his hands most piteou: 

" Wbat would ye do," the TuA bt 
" If ye had me as I hae thee ? " 

" If I had you as ye have me, 
I'll tell ye what I'd do to thee ; 

I'd hang you up in good greenwoo 
And cause your wn hand wale t 
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" I meant to stick you with my knife 

For kissing my beloved ladie : ** 
" But that same weed ye've shaped for me, 

It quickly shall be sewed for thee." 

Then to the wood they baith are gane ; los 

John Thomson clamb frae tree to tree ; 

And aye he sighed and said, " Och hone ! 
Here comes the day that I must die." 

He tied a ribbon on every branch. 

Put up a flag his men might see ; nc 

But little did his false faes ken • 

He meant them any injurie. 

He set his horn unto his mouth, 

And he has blawn baith loud and schill : 

And then three thousand armed men ns 

Cam tripping all out ower the hill. 

" Deliver us our chief," they all did crj- ; 

" It's by our hand that ye must die ; ** 
" Here is your chief," the Turk replied, 

With that fell on his bended knee. lao 

" O mercy, mercy, good fellows all, 
Mercy I pray you'll grant to me ; " 

" Such mercy as ye meant to give. 
Such mercy we shall give to thee." 

This Turk they in his castel burnt, iss 

That stood upon yon hill so hie ; 
John Thomson's gay ladie they took 

And hanged her on yon greenwood tree. 



LORD THOMAS STUART. 

From Maidmeat's Norlh CavUrie Garlami, p 

Thomas Stuart was a lord, 

A lord of mitkle land ; 
He ii9ed to wear a coat of gold, 

But now his grave is gi«en. 

Now he bas wooed the young countea 
The Countess of Balqutun, 

An' given her for a morning gift, 
Strathboggie and Aboyne. 

But women's wit is aye willful, 
Alua ! that ever it was sae ; 

She longed to see Ihe morning gift 
That her gude lord to her gae. 

When steeds were saddled an' weel b: 

An" ready for to ride, 
There eame a pain on that gude lord. 

His back, likewise hia ^de. 

He said, " lUdc on, my iady fair. 
May goodness be your guide ; 

For I'm sac sick an' weary that 
No farlher can I ride." 



LOHD 

Now ben did come his lather dear, 
taring a golden band ; 
" Is there nae leech in Edinbui^hf 
n cure my son ftom wrang ? " 

;ech is come, an' leech is gane, 
t, fiither, Vm aye waur ; 
i's not a leech in Edinbro' 
n death from me debar. 

be a fHend to my wife, father, 
store to her her own ; 
TC to her my morning gift, 
athbi^gie and Aboyne. 

ad been gude for my wife, lather, 
me she'd born a son ; 
rould have got my land an' rents, 
liere they lie out an' in. 

ad been gude for my wife, father, 
me she'd bom an heir ; 
'ould have got my land an' rents, 
here they lie fine an' fair." 

steeds they strave into their stables, 
e boys could'nt get them bound ; 
hounds lay howling on the leech, 
luse their master was behind. 

■earned a dream since late yestreen, 
rish it may be good, 
our chamber was full of swine, 
i' our bed fUU of blood. . 



LOBD THOMAS 9TUAR1 

Full sore wringing her bands, 

And aye she cried, > Ohon alas ! 

'My good lord's broken bands 

" Afl she came by my good lord'i 
Saw mony black steeds an' br 

I'm feared it be mouy unc^o lord: 
Havin' my love from town." 

As she came by uy gade lord's I 
Saw mony black steeds an' gr 

" Tta feared its mony unco lords 
Havin' my iove to tlie clay." 



THE SPANISH VIRGIN. 

From Percy's Seliqaa, iii. 316. 

! following pieces are here ioserted merely 
I of a class of tales, horrible in their inci- 
leble in their executioD, of f hich whole 
iieH were printed and read about two ten- 
They were all of them, probably, founded 

ject of this ballad is taken from a foUo 
tragical slories, entitled. The Theatre of 
lenU, by Jh-. Beard and Dr. Taylor, 1642. 
1. The text is ^ven (with corrections) 
)pies; one of them io black-letter in the 
ction. In this every stanza is accompii- 
E following distich hy way of burdea : 

ih jwUousie! thou art tiurat in bell: 
lepart from ber.ce, and therein dwell." 

ider hearts, that ake to heai 
lose that suffer wrong ; 
that never shed a (ear, 
heed unto my Boog. 

.bella's tragedy ( 

Je doth idX exceed ; 

at so much cruelty 

nale hearts should breed ! 



THE SPANISH VIRGIN. oGl 

In Spain a lady liv'd of late, 

Who was of high degree ; lo 

Whose wayward temper did create 

Much woe and misery. 

Strange jealousies so filled her head 

With many a vain surmize, 
She thought her lord had wrong'd her bed, ir> 

And did her iove despise. 

A gentlewoman passing fair 

Did on this lady wait ; 
With bravest dames she might compare ; 

Her beauty was compleat. 2,, 

Her lady cast a jealous eye 

Upon this gentle maid. 
And taxt her with disloyaltye, 

And did her oft upbraid. 

In silence still this maiden meek _-, 

Her bitter taunts would bear. 
While oft adown her lovely cheek* 

Would steal the falling tear. 



In vain in humble sort she strove 

Her fury to disarm ; 
As well the meekness of the dove 

The bloody hawke might charm. 

Her lord, of humour light and gay, 
And innocent the while. 

As oft as she came in his way, 
Would on the damsell smile. 



•,A) 



• >•> 



2 THE 8PANIBH VIRGIN. 

And oft before hia lady's face, 
thinking her her friend, 
iiiM the maiden's modest grace 
1 comeliness commeDd. 

ijch incens'd his lady so, 
burnt with wrath extreame ; 
igth the fire that long did glow, 
fit forth into a flame. 

I a day it so befell, 
en he was gone from home, 
idy all with ri^^ did swell, 
1 to the damsell come. 

charging her with great offence 
i many a grievous fault, 
ade her servants drag her thence, 
> a dismal vault, 

lay beneath the common-shore, — 
lungeoQ dark and deep, 
e thej' were wont, in days of yore, 
enders great to keep. 

! never light of chearful day 
pers'd the hideous gloom ; 
ank and noisome vapours play 
land the wretched room : 

idders, snakes, and loads therein, . 
afterwards was known, 
in this loathsome vault had bin, 
d were to monsters grown. 



THE SPANISH TIRGIN. 

Into thU foui and fearful place, 

The fair one innoocnt 
Was cast, before her lady's face ; 

Her malv:e to content. 

This maid no sooner enter'd is, 

But strait, alaa '. she hears 
The toads to croak, and snakes to liiss 

Then grievously she fears. 

Soon from their holes the vipers creep 

And fiercely her assail, 
Which makes the damsel sorely weep, 

And her sad fate bewail. 

With her b.\i hands she strives in vaii 

Her body t« defend ; 
With shrieks and cries she doth comp 

But all -is to no end. 

A servant listning near the door, 
Struck with her dolefiil noise, 

Strwt ran his lady to implore ; 
But she'll not hear his vtHce. 

With bleeding heart he goes agea 
To mark the maiden's groans ; 

And plainly hears, within the den, 
How she herself bemoans. 

Again he to his lady hies, 
With all the haste he may ; 

She into furious passion flies, 
And orders h'l" away. 



THE SPAN 18 H VIROra. 



Still back again does be n 
To hear her teoder crie 



ef, and horror, and affright, 

listens at the walls 
ading all was silent qnite, 
to his lady <;aUs. 

sure, lady," now quotb he, 
our cruelty hath sped ; 
haste, for ehame, and come and see ; 
ar tbe vii^n's dead." 

arts to hear her sudden &te, 
1 does with torches run ; 
1 her haste was now too late, 
death his worst had done. 

oor being opan'd, strait they found 
: virgin stretoh'd along ; 
IreadJiil snakes had wrapt her ronnd, 
icb her to death had stung. 

ound her legs, her thighs, her waist, 
1 twin'd his fatal wreath ; 
ther close her neck embrac'd, 
1 Btopt her gentle breath. 

lakes being from her body thrust, 
dr bellies were bo fitl'd, 
with excess of blood they burst, 
IS with their prey were kill'd. 



TLe wioked lady, at this sight, 
With horror strait ran mad; 

So raving dy'd, as was most right, 
'Cause she no pity had. 

Let me advise you, ladies all, 

Of jealousy beware : 
It causelh many a one to &1I, 

And is the devil's Enire. 



:E lady ISABELLA'S TRAGEDY. 

s ballad te given from an old bliiek-letter copy 
Pepjs CollectioD, collated with anotlier in the 
Museum, H. 263, tblio. It is there entided. 
Is laabdla'a Tragedy, or the Slep-Molher'! Cru- 
'n(/ a relation of a haitentabU and cruel mur- 
nmltted on the body of the Lady Isabella, the 
\ghter of a nt^U Duke, §-c. To the tune of 
ly's Fall. To some copies are annexed eight 
odem stanzas, entitled. The Dutchess's and 
lamentation." Peruy'a Rdiques, iii. 199. 
;opy in Durfey's Piils to Purge Melancholy, 
nearly verbatim the same. 

EKE waa a lord of worthy fame, 
Lnd a hunting he would ride, 
ended by a noble traine 
If gentrye by hia ade. 

1 while he did in chase remaine, n 

'o see both sport and playe, 
ladje went, as she did feigne, 
Into the church (o praye. 

B lord he had a. daughter deare, 
Fhosc beauty shone so bright, » 

was belov'd, both far and iieare, 
)f many a lord and knight. 



THE LADY ISABELLA'S TRAGEDY. 367 

Fair Isabella was she call'd, 

A creature faire was shee ; 
She was her fathers only joye ; i' 

As you shall after see. 

Therefore her cruel step-mother 

Did envye her so much, 
That daye by daye she sought her life, 

Her malice it was such. 20 

She bargain'd with the master-cook 

To take her life awaye ; 
And taking of her daughter's book, 

She thus to her did saye : — 

" Go home', sweet daughter, I thee praye, 'j5 

Go hsCsten presentlie. 
And tell unto the master-cook 

These wordes that I tell thee. 

" And bid him dresse to dinner streight 

That faire and milk-white doe » 

That in the parke doth shine so bright. 
There's none so faire to showe." 

This ladye fearing of no harme, 

Obey'd her mothers wiU ; 
And presentlye she hasted home, .5 

Her pleasure to fulfill. 

She streight into the kitchen went, 

Her message for to tell ; 
And there she spied the master-cook, , 

Who did with malice swell. 40 



•^^ LADT ISABELLA S TRAGEDT. 

e, mMteiw:ook, it must be me, 
that irhich I thee t«ll : 
leedes must dresse the milk-white doe. 
ich you do knowe full well," 

jtreight bis cniell Uoodye baiida, 
on the ladye layd ; 
luivcriog and efaakiag etaods, 
lie thus to her he sayd : 

I art the doe that I must drcsse ; 

here, behold my knife; 

is poinled presently 
■idd thee of thy life." 

en," cried out the scullioo-boye, 
oud as loud might bee, 
ve her life, good master-cocdt, 
! make your pyes of mee ! 

pityes sake do not dettroye 
ladye with your knife ; 
now shee is her father's joye ; 
Christes sake save her lite ! " 

I not save her life," he sayd, 
>r make my pyes of thee ; 

thou doet this deed bewraye, 

huteher I will bee." 

rhen this lord he did come home 

to sitt down and cat, 

led for his daughter deare, 
:ome and carve bis meat. 



THE LADY ISABELLA'S TRAGEDY. 369 

" Now sit you downe," his ladye sayd, 
" O sit you downe to meat ; 70 

Into some nunnery she is gone ; 
Your daughter deare forget." 

Then solemnlye he made a vowa 

Before the companie, 
That he would neither eat nor drinke, 7fi 

Until he did her see. 

then bespake the scullion-boye. 
With a loud voice so hye ; 

" If now you will your daughter see, 
My lord, cut up that pye : » 

" Wherein her fleshe is minced small, 

And parched with the fire; 
All caused by her step-mother. 

Who did her 'death desire. 

" And cursed bee the master-cook, 86 

O cursed may he bee ! 

1 proffered him my own heart*s blood, 

From death to set her free." 

Then all in blacke this lord did moume, 

And for his daughters sake, 90 

He judged her cruell step-mother 
To be burnt at a stake. 

Likewise he judg*d the master-cook 

In boiling lead to stand. 
And made the simple scullion-boye 9s 

The heire of all his land. 
VOL. in. 24 



THE CRUEL BLACK. 

kcHon of OldBaUads, (1723,) ii. 152: also 
Hd Ballads, iii. 232. A writer in the Briiish 
pher, (iv. 182,) has poinl^il out that this is 
of Bandello'a novels verdlied. The novel ie 
jf the Third Part, (London, 1792.) 

•.niable Ballad of the tragical End of a gallant 
i virtuous Lady; together vsUh the untimely 
their two Children : wickedly performed by a 
ik and Blood-thirsty Black-a-jiwar, their Ser- 
! like of lohich Cruelty and Murder was never 
jrd of. 



Eome a nobleman did wed 
vii^n of great lame ; 

ime Nature ever frame ; 
»hom be bad two children Mr, 
Tiose beauty did excel ; 
y were their parents only joy, 
hey lov'd them both so well. 

lord he lov'd to hunt the buck, 
be tiger, and the boar; 






THE CRUEL BLACK. 371 

And still for swiftness always took 

With him a black-a-moor : 
Which black-a-moor within the wood 

His lord he did offend, 
For which he did him then correct, 15 

In hopes he would amend. 

The day it grew unto an end ; 

Then homewards he did haste, 
Where with his lady he did rest, 

Until the night was past ' « 

Then in the morning he did rise, 

And did his servants call ; 
A hunting he provides to go ; 

Straight they were ready all. 

To cause the toyl the lady did "s 

Intreat him not to go : 
" Alas, good lady," then quoth he, 

" Why art thou grieved so ? 
Content thyself, I will return 

With speed to thee again." 30 

" Grood father," quoth the little babes, 

" With us here still remain." 

" Farewel, dear children, I will go 

A fine thing for to buy ; " 
But they, therewith nothing content, w 

Aloud began to cry. 
The mother takes them by the hand, 

Saying, " Come, go with me 
Unto the highest tower, where 

Your &ther you shall see." 40 






2 THE CRUEL BLACK. 

The black-a-moor, pen-eiving now, 

Who then did slay behind, 
Hia lord to be a hunting gone, 
u to call to mind: 
aster he did me correct, 
tult not being great; 
hia wife TU be reveng'd, 



ee wa9 moated rouiid about ; 

bridge he up did draw ; 

^3 he bolted very fast ; 

one he stixid in awe. 

into the tower went, 

lady being there ; 

'hen she saw his countenance grim 

straight began to fear. 

ti my trembling heart it quakes 

lint what 1 must write ; 

ses all beg^n to fail, 

oul it doth affright. 

st 1 make an end of this 

;h here I have b^Tin, 

will m^e sad the hardest heart, 

re that I have done. 

retch unto the lady went, 
her with speed did will, 
I: forthwith to satisfy, 
nind for to fulfil, 
ly she amazed was, 
ear the vill^n speak ; 
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" Alas," quoth she, « what shall I do ? 
With grief my heart will break." 

With that he took her in his arms ; 

She straight for help did cry ; 
" Content yourself, lady," he said, 75 

" Your husband is not nigh : 
The bridge is drawn, the gates are shut, 

Therefore come lie with me, 
Or else I do protest and vow. 

Thy butcher I will be." ao 

The crystal tears ran down her face, 

Her children cried amain, 
And sought to help their mother dear, 

But all it was in vain ; 
For that egregious filthy rogue ss 

Her hands behind her bound. 
And then perforce with all his might, 

He threw her on the ground. 

With that she shriek'd, her children cried. 

And such a noise did make, 90 

That town-folks, hearing her laments. 

Did seek their parts to take : 
But all in vain ; no way was found 

To help the lady's need^ 
WTio cried to them most piteously, se 

" O help ! O help with speed ! " 

Some run into the forest wide, 
Her lord home for to call ; 



4 THE CRUEL BLACK. 

And tliey tliat stood still did lament 

This gallant ladj's fall. 
With speed her lord came porting home ; 

He covild not enter in ; 
Bis lady's cries did pierce his heart; 

To call he did begin ; 

I hold thy hand, thou savage moor, 

To hurt her do forbear, 

else be sure, if 1 do live, 

Vild horses shall thee fear." 

th that the rt^ue ran to the wall, 

lo having ha<l bis will, 

d brought one child under his arm, 

lis dearest blood to spiU. 

? child, seeing his father there, 

["o him for help did call : 

' lather! help my mother dear, 

Ve shall be killed all." 

!n fell the lord upoD hia knee, 

Ind did the moor intreat, 

gave the life of this poor child, 

Vhose fear was then so great 

: this vile wretch the little child 

ly both the heels did take 

i dash'd hia brains against the wall, 

Whilst parent's hearts did ake : 

It being done, straightway he ran 

The other child to fetch, 

i pluek'd it from the mother's breast, 

lost like a cruel wretch. 
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Within one hand a knife he brought, 

The child within the other ; i30 

And holding it over the wall, 

Saying, ** Thus shall die thy mother," 
With that he cut the throat of it ; 

Then to the father he did call, 
To look how he the head did cut. n 

And down the head did fall. 

This done, he threw it down the wall 

Into the moat so deep ; 
Which made the father wring his hands, 

And grievously to weep. i40 

Then to the lady went this rogue. 

Who was near dead with fear. 
Yet this vile wretch most cruelly 

Did drag her by the hair ; 

And drew her to the very wall, . 146 

Which when her lord did see. 
Then presently he cried out, 

And fell upon his knee: 
Quoth he,* " If thou wilt save her life. 

Whom I do love so dear, wo 

I will forgive thee all is past. 

Though they concern me near. 

" O save her life, I thee beseech ; 

O save her, I thee pray, 
And I will grant thee what thou wilt iv 

Demand of me this day." 
" Well," quoth the moor, " I do regard 

The moan that thou dost make : 
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H thou wilt grant me what I ask, 
I her for thy Bake." 

iter life, and then demand 
what thing thou wilt." 
thy nose, and Dot one drop 

blood shall be spilt." 
. the lord present); look 
1 within his hand, 

his nose he quite cut off, 
e where he did stand. 

lave tiought my lady's life," 
he moor did call ; 
ke her," qnoth thia wicked n^ue, 
<wn he let her fall, 
len her gallant lord did see, 
ses all did fail ; 
sought to save his life, 
.hing could prevail. 

the moor did see him dead, 
id he laugh amain 
rho for their g^lant lord 
ly did complain : 
" I know you'll torture me, 
^ou can me get, 
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But I prevent you of that pain : " 
And down himself he threw. 



Too good a death for such a wretch, 

A villain void of fear ! 
And thus doth end as sad a tale 

As ever man did hear. 



190 
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BOOK IV. 



MALCOLM ASD SIR COLVIN. See 
p. 178. 

BuehAa-i BaSadi of Ok Ntnik of Scotland, a. «. 



RE ance Uv'd a king in fair Scotland, 
ing Malcolm called b^ name ; 
>m ancient hiatory gives record, 
>r valour, worth, and fame. 

it fell ance upon a day, 
le king sat down to dine ; 
then he miss'd a favourite knigbt, 
hose name was Sir Colfin. 

out it speaks another knight, 
le o' Sir Colvin's kin ; 
'a lyin' in bed, right «ck in love, 
1 for your daughter Jean." 

wacs me," said the royal king, 
'm sorry for Che same ; 
maun take bread and ■wine sae red, 
ve it to Sir Colvin," 
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Then gently did she bear the bread, 
Her p;^ did carry the wine, 

And set a table at his bed ; — 
" Sir Colvin, rise and dine." 

" O well lore I the wine, lady. 
Come frae your lovely hand ; 

But better love I your fair body. 
Than all £ur Scotland's strand." 

" hold your tongue now, Sir Colvin, 

Let all your folly be ; 
My love must be by honour won. 

Or nane shall enjoy me. 

" But on the head o' Elrick's hill, 
Near by yon sharp bawtboro. 



" yell gang there and walk a' night. 
And boldly blaw your born ; 

With honour that ye do return, 
Ye'll marry me the mom." 

Then up it raise him. Sir Colvin, 
And dress'd in armour keen; 

And be is on to Elrick's hill, 
Without light of the meen. 

At midnight mark the meen upstarts ; 

The knight walk'd up and down ; 
Wliile loudest crai^ks o' thunder roar'd 

Out ower the bent sae brown. 
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Then by the twinkling of an e*e 

'^^ spied an armed knight ; 

I lady bearing his brand, 

i' torches burning bright. 

I lie cried high, as he came nigh, 
!oward, thief, I bid you flee ! 

e is not ane cones to this hill, 
it must engage wi' me. 

'11 best take road before I come, 
id best take foot and flee ; 
is a sword baith sharp and broad, 
ill quarter jon in three." 

)olvia s^d, " Pm not afr^d 
'any here 1 see ; 
hae not ta'en your God before ; 
:ss dread hael o' thee." 

'olvin then he drew his sword, 

s &e he drew his brand ; 

they fought there on Elrick's hiU 

II they were bluidy men. 

first an' stroke the knight he strake, 
le Colvia a slight wound ; 
next an' stroke Lord Colvin strake, 
ought 's foe unto the ground. 

eld, I yield," the knight he sud, 
^rly yield to thee ; 
ane came e'er to Elrick-hill 
er gain'd such victorie. 
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" I and my forbears here did haunt 

Three hundred years and more ; 
Tm safe to swear a solemn oath, 75 

We were never beat before." 

" An asking," said the lady gay, 

" An asking ye'll grant me : " 
" Ask on, ask on," said Sir Colvin, 

" What may your asking be ? " ao 

" Yell gie me hame my wounded knight, 

Let me fare on, my way ; 
And I'se ne'er be seen on Elrick's hill, 

By night, nor yet by day ; 
And to this place we'll come nae mair, 86 

Cou'd we win safe away ; 

" To trouble any Christian one 

Lives in the righteous law, 
We'll come nae mair unto this place, 

Cou'd we win safe awa'." 90 

" O ye'se get hame your wounded knight, 

Ye shall not gang alane ; 
But I maun hae a wad o' him, 

Before that we twa twine." 

Sir Colvin being a book-learn'd man, us 

Sae gude in fencing tee. 
He's drawn a stroke behind his hand. 

And followed in speedilie. 

Sae fierce a stroke Sir Colvin's drawn, 
And followed in speedilie, 100 
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The knight'a brand and sword hand 
In the sir he gar'd them flee, 

le high into the aky, 
ighted on the ground ; 
rs that were on these fingers 
worth five hundred pound. 

as ta'en tliat bluidy hand, 

before the king; 

mom it was Wednesday, 
L he married his di 



SKICEN ANNA; FAIR ANNIE, See p. 191. 

Translated in Jamieson's Popular Ballads^ ii. 
103, from SyVs Kjcempe Viser. See another copy in 
Nyerup*s Danske ViseVj iv. 59. 

The reivers they wad a stealing gang. 

To steal sae far frae hame ; 
And stown ha'e they the king's daughter, 

Fair Annie hight by name. 

They've carried her into fremmit lands, 5 

To a duke's son of high degree ; 

And he has gie'n for Fair Annie 
Mickle goud and white money. 

And eight lang years o* love sae leal 

Had past atween them twae ; lo 

And now a bonny bairntime 
O' seven fair sons had they. 

That lord he was of Meckelborg land, 
Of princely blood and stemme ; 

And for his worth and curtesy is 

That lord a king beceune. 
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I UtlJe wist that noble king, 
little his barons bald, 
it was the king of England's daughter, 
d sa« to him been said I 

eight lang yeara sae past and gane, 
ir Annie now may rue ; 
low she weels in fremniit lands 
lither bride he'll wooe. 

Annie's till his mither ^ne ; 
U low down on her knee ; 
oon, a boon, now lady mither, 
) grant jour oya and me ! 

ever ye kist, if ever ye blest, 
id bade them thrive and thee, 
ve tbem now fi-oe scaitb and sconi, 
aare your oys and me I 

eir fether'a pride may yet relent ; 
9 mither'a rede hell hear ; 
for anither break the hoart 



had my love and maiden prtde ; 
lad nae mair to gi'e ; 
veil may fii' a brighter bride, 
it nane that lo'es like me." 

irighter bride he ne'er can fa'; 
richer well he may ; 
daughter dearer nor Fair Annie, 
is mither ne'er can ha'e." 
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That princeaa stood her son before : 
" My lord the king," said she, 

" Fy on the lawless life ye lead, 
DishoDOur'd as ye be ! 

" Its Annie's gude, and Annie's &h 
And dearly she lo'es thee ; 

And the brigbtest gems in a' your ( 
Your seven fiur sons wad be. 

" Her love, her Lfe, her maiden fan 
Wi' you she shar'd them a'; 

Now share wi' her your bridal bed ; 
Her due she well may fa'." 

" To my bridal bed, my mither dea 
Fair Annie ne'er cau win ; 

I coft her out of fremmit lands. 
Nor ken her kith or kin." 

And he's gard write a briud letter, 

His nedding to ordein ; 
And to bet«)the anitber bride 

To be his noble queen. 

F^r Annie up at her bower windoi 
Heard a' that knight did say ; 

" God, my heavenly Father ! gif 
My heart mat brast in twae ! " 

Fair Annie stood at her bower wini 
And heard that knight sue bald ; 
" O Giod, my heavenly Father I gif 
I mat my dearest hald ! " 
vol.. III. 25 
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That lord is to Fair Annie gane : 
Says, " Annie, thou winsome may, 

O whatten a gude gift will ye gi*e 75 

My bride on her bridal day ? " 

" 1*11 gi*e her a gift^ and a very gude gift, 

And a dear-bought gift to me ; 
For ril gi'e her my seven feir sons. 

Her pages for to be." no 

" O that is a gift, but nae gude gift, 
Frae thee. Fair Annie, I ween ; 

And ye maun gi'e some richer gift 
Befitting a noble queen." 

" ril gi*e her a gift, and a dear, dear gift, as 

And a gift I brook wi' care ; 
For I'll gi'e her my dearest life, 

That I dow brook nae mair." 

" O that is a gift, but a dowie gift. 

Now, Annie, thou winsome may ; » 

Ye maun gi'e her your best goud girdle. 
Her gude will for to ha'e." 

" Oh na, that girdle she ne'er shall fe' ; 

That I can never bear ; 
The luckless mom I gave you a', as 

Ye gae me that girdle to wear." 

That lord before his bride gan stand : 

" My noble bride and queen ! 
O whatten a gift to my lemman Annie 

Will now by you be gi'en ? " 100 



SKiixN anna; fair annie. 

" 111 gi'e her a gin, and a verj gude g 
My lord the king," said she ; 

" For I'll gi'e her my auld shoe to wra 
Best fitting her base degree." 

" that is a gill, but nae gudc gift, 
My Dobte bride and queen ; 

And ye maun gi'e her anither gilt, 
If you'll my favour win." 

" Then ni gi'e her a very gude gift, 
My lord the king," said ahe; 

" 111 gie her my nuliers seven, that lig 
Sae iar ayont the sea. 

" Well are they fed, well are they clac 
And live in heai and weal ; 

And well the^r ken to measure out 
The wheat, but and caneel." 

Fair Annie says, " My noble lord, 
This boon ye grant to me ; 

Let me gang up to the bridal bower, 
Your young bride for to see." 

" gangna, Annie, gangna, there, 
Nor corae that bower within ; 

Ye maunna come near that bridal bow 
Wad ye my ftvour win." 

Fair Annie is till his mither gane: 

" lady mither," said ahe, 
" May I gang to the bridal bower. 

My lord's new bride to see ? " 



( ANNA ; FAIB ANNIE. 



" That well je may," his mither said ; 

But see that ye're buakitbra*. 
And cUd ye in your best cleading, 

■Wi' your bower u 



Ftur Annie she's gaen to the bower, 

Wi' heart fu' sair and sad ; 
Wi' a' her seven sons her before, 

In the red scarlet clad. 

Fair Annie's taen a ulver can, 

Afore the bride to skiuk ; 
And down her cheeks the tears ay run. 

Upon hersell to thiak. 

The bride gan stand her lord before : 
" Now speak, and dinna spare j 

Whare is this fair young lady trae ? 
Wharelo greets she aao aair ? " 

" O hear ye now, dear lady mine, 

The truth I tell to thee ; 
It is but a bonny niece of mine, 

That b come o'er the sea." 

" O wae is me, my lord," she says, 

" To hear you say mc nrang ; 
It can be nane but your auld lenunan ; 
God rede whare she will gang I " 

" Then till her sorrow, and till her wae, 

I'll.tell the truth to thee ;' 
For she was said frae freinmit lands, 

For mickle goud to me. 
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" Her baimtime a' stand her before, 

Her seven young sons sae fair ; 
And they maun now your pages be, 

That maks her heart sae sair." leo 

" A Kttle sister ance I had, 

A sister that hight Ann ; 
By reivers she was stown awa', 

And said in fremmit land. 

" She was a bairn when she was stown, vsb 

Yet in her tender years ; 
And sair her parents moum'd for her, 

Wi' mony sighs and tears. 

" Art thou fair Annie, sister mine. 

Thou noble violet flower ? wo 

Her mither never smil'd again 

Frae. Annie left her bower I 

" O thou art she ! a sister's heart 

Wants nane that tale to tell ! 
And there he is, thy ain true lord ; 175 

Grod spare ye lang and well I " 

And gladness through the palace spread, 

Wi' mickle game and glee ; 
And blythe were a' for fair Annie, 

Her bridal day to see. 18O 

And now untill her father's land 

This young bride she is gane ; 
And her sister Annie's youngest son 

She hame wi' her has ta'en. 



LADY MARGARET. See p. 205. 



I'hb com IB turning ripe, Lonl Johu, 
rbe nuts are growiug fu', 
d ye are bound for yonr ain countrie 
Fain wad I go wi' jou." 

Vi me, Uat^ret, wi me, Marg'ret, 
What wad ye do wi' me ? 
i mair need o' a pretty little boy, 
To wait upon my steed." 

t'fl I will be your pretty little boy, 
Co wait upon your ateed ; 
d ilka town tbat we come to, 
K pack of hounds 111 lead." 

ly hounds will eat o' the bread o' wht 

^nd ye of the bread of bran ; 
d then you will sit and ^gh. 



rhate' 
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The first water that they cam to, 

I think they call it Clyde, 
He saftly unto her did say, — 

" La4y Margaret, will ye ride ? " » 

The first step that she steppit in. 

She steppit to the knee ; 
Says, " Wae be to ye, waefu' water. 

For through ye I maun be." 

The second step that she steppit in, 20 

She steppit to the middle, 
And sigh'd, and said. Lady Margaret, 

" I've stain'd my gowden girdle." 

The third step that she steppit in. 

She steppit to the neck ; 80 

The pretty babe within her sides. 

The cauld it garr*d it squake. 

" Lie still my babe, lie still my babe. 

Lie still as lang^s ye may. 
For your &ther rides on horseback high, 85 

Cares little for us twae." 

It's whan she cam to the other side. 

She sat doun on a stane ; 
Says, " Them that made me, help me now. 

For I am &r frae hame. "^ 

" How fer is it frae your mither's bouer, 

Gude Lord John tell to me ? " 
" It's therty miles. Lady Margaret, 

If 8 therty miles and three : 
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' nd ye's^ be wed tn aoe o' lier serving mei 
For ye'se get oa mair o' me." 

heD up bespak the wjlie parrot, 
As it gat DQ the tree ; — 
Ye lee, ye lee, Lord Jobn," it said, 
" Sae loud as I hear ye lee. 

fe say it's thirty miles frae your mither's 1 
Whan it'a but barely three ; 
id she'll ne'er be wed to a serving man, 
For she'll be your ain ladie." 



inie a lord and fair ladie t 

Met Lord John in the doss, 

it the boDiiieat &ce amaag them a', 

Was haudiiig Lord John's horae- 

>nie a lord and gay ladie 

Sat dining in the ha', a 

It the bonniest face that waa tbere, 

Was waiting on them a'. 

up bespak Lord John's sister, 

& Bveet young maid was she : 

ly britber has brought a bonnie young page, 

His like I ne'er did see ; n 

t the red flils &t frae his cheek, 

&.Dd the tear standa in his ee." 

t up bespak Lord John's mither, 

jhe spak wi' meikle scorn : i» 
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" He's liker a woman gret wi' bairn, 
Than onie waiting-man." 

" It*s ye*ll rise up, my bonnie boy, 

And gie my steed the hay : " — 
" O that I will, my dear master, 7» 

As fast as I can gae/' 

She toolrthe hay aneath her arm, 

The corn intil her hand ; 
But atween the stable door and the staw, 

Lady Marg'ret made a stand. so 



" O open the door, Lady Margaret, 

O open and let me in ; 
I want to see if my steed be fed. 

Or my grey hounds fit to rin.* 



tt 



" 111 na open the door. Lord John," she said, 85 

" I'll na open it to thee. 
Till ye grant to me my ae request. 

And a puir ane it's to me. 

" Ye'll gie to me a bed in an outhouse. 

For my young son and me, so 

And the meanest servant in a' the place. 
To wait on him and me." 

" I grant, I grant, Lady Marg'ret," he said, 

" A' that, and mair frae me, 
The very best bed in a' the place 

To your young son and thee : fls 

And my mither, and my sister dear, 

To wait on him and thee. 



L&DT UABGABET. 

d a' thae lands, and a' tliae rent 
ley Ball be hii and thine ; 
weddii^ and our kirking day, 
ey sail be all in ane." 

he baa tane Lady Margaret, 
id row'd her in the silk ; 
he has tane his >un young sod, 
td wash'd him in the milk. * 



EARL EICHARD. See p. 252. 
From Kinloch's Ancient Scoiiisk Ballads^ p. 15. 

* 

There was a slieplierd's dochter 

Kept sheep on yonder hill ; 
Bye cam a knicht frae the king's court, 

And he wad hae his will. 

Whan he had got his wills o' her, 6 

His will as he has tane ; 
" Wad ye be sae gude and kind, 

As tell to me your name ? " 

" Some ca*s me Jock, some ca*s me John, 
Some disna ken my name ; lo 

But whan Pm in the king's court, 
Mitchcock is my name." 

" Mitchcock ! hey 1 " the lady did say. 

And spelt it oure again ; • 
" If that's your name in the Latin tongue, u 

Earl Richard is your name ! " 

O jumpt he upon his horse. 

And said he wad gae ride ; 
Kilted she her green claithing. 

And said she wad na bide. » 



■fl 
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And he was never sae discreet, 

As bid her loup on and ride ; 
And she was ne*er sae meanly bred, 

As for to bid him bide. 

And whan they cam to yon water, 26 

It was running like a flude ; 
" I've learnt it in my mither*s bouer, 

I've learnt it for my gude, 
That I can soum this waft water, 

Like a fish in a flude. » 

" I've learnt it in my father's bouer, 

Ive learnt it for my better, 
And I wiU soum this wan water. 

As tho' I was ane otter." 

" Jump on behind, ye weill-faur'd may, as 

Or do ye chuse to ride ? " 
" No, thank ye, sir," the lady said, 

" I wad rather chuse to wyde ;" 
And afore that he was 'mid-water, . 

She was at the ither side. « 



" Turn back, turn back, ye weill-faur'd may, j 

My heart will brak in three ; " ! 

" And sae did mine, on yon bonnie hill-side, i 

Whan ye wad na let me be." 

" Whare gat ye that gay claithing, 45 

This day I see on thee ? " 
" My mither was a gude milk-nurse, 

And a gude nourice was she. 
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She nurs'd the Earl o* Stockford*s ae dochter, 
And gat a* this to me." fio 

Whan she cam to the king's court, 

She rappit w? a ring ; 
Sae ready was the king himseP 

To lat the lady in. 

" Gude day, gude day, my liege the king, « 

Gude day, gude day, to thee ; " 
" Gude day," quo' he, " my lady fair,. 

What is*t ye want wi* me ? " 

" There is a knicht into your court, • 

This day has robbed me ; ' ^ 

" O has he tane your gowd," he says, 
" Or has he tane your fee ? " 

" He has na tane my gowd," she says, 

" Nor yet has he my fee ; 
But he has tane my maiden-head, 66 

The flow'r o* my bodie." 

*^ O gin he be a single man, 

His body Til gie thee ; 
But gin he be a married man, 

rU hang him on a tree." 70 

Then out bespak the queen hersel', 

Wha sat by the king's knee : 
" There's na a knicht in a' our court 

Wad hae dune that to thee, 
Unless it war my brither, Earl Richard, 7fi 

And forbid it, it war he I " 
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" Wad ye ken your iause love, 

Amang a hundred men ? " 
" I wad," said t^e bonnie ladie, 

*^ Amang five hundred and ten." so 

The king made a' his merry men pass, 

By ane, by twa, and three ; 
Earl Richard us'd to be the first man. 

But was hindmost man that day. 

He cam hauping on ae foot, 86 

And winking wi* ae ee ; 
" Ha ! ha 1 " crie(f the bonnie ladie, 

" That same young man are ye." 

He has pou'd out a hundred pounds, 
Weel lockit in a glove ; w 

" Gin ye be a courteous may, 
Ye'U chose anither love." 

" What care I for your hundred pounds ? 

Nae mair than ye wad for mine ; 
What's a hundred pounds' to me, »5 

To a marriage wi' a king ! 

" 1*11 hae nane o' your gowd. 

Nor either o* your fee ; 
But I will hae your ain bodie. 

The king has grantit me." lOO 

" O was ye gentle gotten, maid ? 

Or was ye gentle born ? 
Or hae ye onie gerss growin* ? 

Or hae ye onie com ? 



* 
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" Or hae ye onie lands or rents los 

Lying at libertie ? 
Or hae ye onie education, 

To dance alang wi' me ? " 

^^ I was na gentle gotten, madam, 

Nor was I gentle born ; uo 

Neither hae I gerss growing 

Nor hae I otiie corn. 

" I hae na onie lands or rents, 

Lying at libertie ; 
Nor hae I onie education, ns 

To dance along wi' thee." 

Whan the marriage it was oure, 

And ilk ane took their horse, — 
" It never sat a beggar's brat. 

At na knicht's back to be." i» 

He lap on ae milk-white steed, 

And she lap on anither. 
And syne the twa rade out the way 

Like sister and like brither. 

The ladie met wi* a beggar-wife, us 

And gied her half o* crown — 
" Tell a* your neebours whan ye gae hame. 

That Earl Richard's your gude-son." 

" O hand your tongue, ye beggar's brat. 
My heart will brak in three ; " ia> 

" And sae did mine on yon bonnie hill-side. 
Whan ye wad na lat me be." 



EABL RICHABD. 

n she cam to jon nettle-dyke — 

L.n my auld mither was here, 

reiU as she wad ye pou ; li 

e wad boil ye weill, and butter ye weill, 

sup till she war fou, 

oe laye her head upo' her diah doup, 

Jeep lite onie sow." 

whan she cam to Tyne's irater, u 

e wylilie did say — 

■eweil, ye milla o' Tyne's water, 

th thee I bid gude-day. 

«weil, ye mills o* Tyne'a water, 
you 1 l»d gude-een ; u 

re mouie a time I've fill'd my pock, 
mid-day and at een." 

:h ! bad I drank the well-water, 
baD first I drank the wine, 



[) she cam to Earl Richard's house, 

le sheets war Hollan' fine ; 

laud awa thae linen sheets, 

bring to me tlie linsey clouts, i 

lae been best used in." 

land your tongue, ye beggar's brat, 
p- heart will brak in three ; " 
d sae did mine on you bonnie hiU-ade, 
ban ye wadna lat me be." i 
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" I wish I had drank the well-water, 

Whan first I drank the beer ; 
That ever a shepherd's dochter 

Should hae been my only dear I ** 

** Yell turn about, Earl Richard, i65 

And mak some mair o' me : 
An ye mak me lady 6' ae puir plow, 

I can mak you laird o' three." ' 

" If ye be the Earl o' Stockford's dochter, 
As I've some thouchts ye be, vo 

Aft hae I waited at your Other's yett. 
But your face I ne'er could see." 

Whan they cam to her father's yett, 

She tirled on the pin ; 
And an auld belly-blind man was sittin' there, 

As they were entering in : — 175 

"The meetest marriage," the belly-blind did 
cry, 

" Atween the ane and the ither ; 
Atween the Earl o* Stockford's ae dochter, 

And the Queen o' England's brither." 10 
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GLOSSARY. 



Figures placed after words denote the pages in which 

they occur. 



aboon, aboau, abune, above; to walk without leading- 

151, above the surface of strings." — Chambers, 

the water. ava, qfaU; 279, ai all. 

ackward stroke, 84,178, cross avowe, vow. 

or back stroke. ayont, beyond. 
acton, a leather jacket worn 

wider a coat of mail. baffled, disgraced. 

Ae^only. halvutlmej brood of children. 

airts, qimrters, points of (he bale-fire, bonfire. 

compass. band, agreement. 

an, one ; an ae, one single. bane-fire, bonjire, 

. aneath, beneath. bedeene, 238, immediately f 

anes, once. continuously t 

asking, boon. hedight^ftmished. 

aughts, owns. befome, before. 

aukeward stroke, 178, 84, belive, soon. 

cross or back stroke. belly blind. 865, stone blind. 

auld son, 102. " Young Son ben, in. 

and Auld Son are phrases bent, a feld where the coarse 

used only to denote the grass so named grows. 

comparative ages of chH- big, Inald; biggit, built. 

dren. The young son is per- bigly, spacious^ commodious. 

haps the child now in the billie, comrade^ brother, a term 

nurse's arms; the attW ,«>n, of affection. 

fae who has just begun binna, be noL 
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:, birch. 


but and, a«d at>c. 


d™i,;™r <« drMt.pls 




Ihdriak. 


cu, <!<«/ at on ataiHary vUh 


M^ao^td. 


the infiaiHoB mood, lo form 






\,blood. 




, blinded. 


canme,A«»i-;j,. sends. 


in, ba'kiD, inflw, m^ 


caps, 801, bowb. 


ggtr. 


cailB, rtarff carUne, faamnt 




o/d»rt.cldaomm. 


.orei^t,haU. 


o«rli>h, (*Hr(Mi. 




chlmer, chtfnier. 


T, aam&ir. 


chapp'd, rap, lopptti 


,m.go. 








tilh, bountiei. 


chive, 888, maathfidlt 






.bolt. 




boil, two buihd,. 


coble, toof. 


>r, cAaiRier. 


coffer, toif, tead-drett, eqp » 


w, rwJj,. 


cofi, bought 


iiJtj^. 




^, rfe/iei 


ooah, juiei. 


1 iBller, ™ opm Jttter. or 


connsHvl, lecret. 


'trpateiU. 


craps, «pi. 


i^dcina,. 


crysnce, 177, apparentlg fit 


,lmr$L 


recrtaRce, coaardiee. 


,bro,t,hmd,om*. 


cniBt cavals, cat lott. 


It, 44, make a hortt 




mg up or/orwnrdt 


daigh, ■(«.;,*. 


inn, Uirtan, plaid. 


dama, dar« wK. 


le, Ju™. 


dewinjt, datm,- daws, <iii™. 


t, bright. 




HRf, 178, pricKnj. 


dee, die. 


. ie« billie. 




.lady. 


deid, deoiA. 


, rfrc, mate rto*,; busk 


den. hoSea, ™a« Bolfcj. 


,;m<<.B/or*™f,bu.kit, 




wed 
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dill, doUj grief. 

dinge, strike. 

discreet, civil. ' 

disna, cbes not. 

dochter, daughter. 

dole, grief. 

doubte, dread. 

donk, dive. 

dounae, catmoL 

doup, bottom. 

dow, can ; downa, cannot. 

dow, dove. 

dowie, sad. 

dree, drye, bear, suffer. 

dyne, dinner. 

eerie, 265, dreary, cheerless. 

eldem, old. 

Eldridge, 170, (Elriche, El- 
rick, &c.,) ghostly, spectral: 
179, hill seems to he omitted. 

oven ower, half over. 

fa\ obtain as one^s lot 

faem,/oaw. 

fail-4yke, a toail bmli of sods. 

faine, glad ; fainly, gladly. 

farden, 186, fared, appeared. 

fare, go. 

fecht, fght. 

fee, possessions, property. 

feres, comrades. 

fey fowk, 48, people doomed to 

die. 
Acht, fght. 
fin, 842? 
fitt, strain. 

fiatter*d, IbQ, fluttered, floated. 
forbears, ancestors. 



forbye, beyond, near. 

fou,fuU. 

frae, SbS,from the time. 

firee, noble. 

fremmit, foreign. 

fund, found. 

gae, ga/ve. 

gae-throngh-land, vagabond. 

gane, suffice. 

gar, cause, make. 

gare, below her, below the 

[gore in the edge of the"] 

skiHt 
gear, goods. 
gen, against. 
gerss, grass. 

^n, trick, snare ; 221, the de- 
vice (necessary to open the 
door). 

^rds, hoops. 

glore, glory. 

God before, Goci help me ! 

good-brother, 67, brother-in- 
law. 

gorgett, 237, a kerchief to 
cover the bosom. 

graith, caparisons; graith*d, 
caparisoned. 

gramarye, grammar, abstruse 
or magical learning. 

grat, cried, wept. 

greeting, weeping, <rying. 

gresse, grctss. 

grew, gray. 

grype, griffin. 

gude-niother, mother-in-law. 
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gude-Bon, ton-in-kno. 
gurly, troubled^ gtormiff, 

ha*, haU. 

had, hold^ JceqK 

had, taken. 

hained, endoBed^ turrounded 

with a htdgt. 
half-fou, halfbutheL 
hantle, mucky great deed, 
happM, covered, 
hart-rote, 39, a term of «•>- 

dearment, gweet-hearU 
haud, liold. 
haugh, low Jkti ground ^ a 

riverside. 
hauping, Umping. 
hanse, nech. 

have owre, 161, half over, 
haw, azwre. 
hawberke, euiraUf coat of 

mail. 
heading-hill, beheading kUL 
heal, conceal 
heal, health. 
hecb, a forcible eapiradon of 

breathy as in strihkig a heavy 

blow. 
heiding-hill, the beheading hill. 
hend, gentie, 
het, hot. 
hewberke, cuirats, coat of 

m>ail. 
hichts, heights, 
h'lghty promised, 
hind-chiel, young stripling, 
hinging, hanging, 
hollin, holly. 
hooly, slowly^ softly. 



hour, hold. 

honrns, flat gromtds near 

toaier. 
houzle, give ihe tacrameni. 

ilka, ecich. 

inbetaingy forth-putting, 

iwis, iwysse, certainly^ truly* 

jack, 81, a coat ofmaU. 

JAgg^d^ pierced, 

jess, a leather strap for a 

hawk's leg^ by v^iich it was 

fattened to Ote leash. 
jooked, bowedy made obeisance. 

kail, broth, 

kame, comb, 

keckle-pio, 292, should be 

heckle^pin, tht tooth of a 

heckle or flax-comb. 
kell, a dress of net-work for a 

woman's head, 
kern pes, soldiers; kemper}'e 

man, 169, sol£er-man. 
kepped, keppit, intercepted, 

received wkenfaiHng, 
kevils, lots. 
kiest, cast. 
kilted, tucked up. 
kipples, rafters. 
kirkin, churching. 
kirk-shot, «ee shot, 
knet, knitted. 
knicht, knight. 
knot, 266, tie up. 
knowe, knoU. 

lack, 85, loss. 
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laigli, low. 

lake, 68, hollow plac€y grave t 

lamer, amber. 

lane, your lane, &c., alone, 

Inp, leapt ; 154, ^ang, 

laucb, laugh. 

lauchters, laugJUerB. 

lave, rest. 

la wing, reckoning. 

lave, 180, law. 

lay gowd, embroider in gold. 

lay-land, lea-land^ ur^pioughedf 
green gward, 

leafu\ lawfuL 

leal, hyai, true. 

leech, leash. 

leesome, pkaaant, lovehf. 

lemin, gleaming, 

lere, countenance, 

lethal, deadly* 

licht, light. * 

lieve, dear. 

lift, air. 

lift, carry off. 

lig, Ue. 

lighter, deSvered, 

limmer , mean , tcotmdrelj 
toretch. 

linkin', riding briskly. 

linn, the pool beneath a cata- 
ract. 

lither, lazy, wicked 

lodlye, loathly, 

loon, clown, rascal, low fellow. 

loot, let. 

louted, bowed, bent. 

make, mate. 
mane, moan, lament. 



mannot, may not. 

maries, maids. 

mark, murky. 

marrow, mate^ husband; 67, 
antagonist, match. 

mat, might, 

mavis, thrush. 

maw, mew. 

may, maid.. 

meen, moom 

mell, 70, miU, spleen. 

micht, might. 

mill-capon, a poor person who 
asks charity at mills from- 
those icho have grain grind- 
ing. 

millering, 265, dust of the mill. 

min*,. mind. 

min', minnie, mother, love, 
ikar. 

minged, 178, named, mentioned. 

mintet, 8S5, took the direction- 
or course, 

mirk, dar*. 

monand, moaning. 

moodie hill, 84, mcle-hiU. 

morning-gift, the gift made a 
wife by her husband, the 
morrwng after marriage. 

mxtn, must. 



nee, mgh. 

nicked of naye, 162, denied;. 

should be noUh naye. 
nicst, next, 
nurice, nurse. 



o'er word, refrain. 
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ohoD, an exclamation of sor- 

row, alas. 
oubethought, 85, thought upon, 
or, before, 
out o'hand, at once, 
owre, 161, or^ ere. 
oys, grandsons. 

Pa, 144. Qy. Is this a con- 
traction of paU^ and is paU, 
an aUey or nwU in tohich 
games of ball are played t 
paU, a kind of rich cloth. 
Pasche, Easier, 
pat, put. 

paughty, insolent. 
pearlings, ihread laces, 
pict, pitch. 
pike, pick, 
pin, summit ; gallows pin, top 

ofihegaUowst 
pine, sorrow. 
pitten, put. 
plat, intenoove. 
play-feres, play-fellows, 
piight, pledge, 
plooky , pimpled. 
poinM, seized, 
poke, bag. 

pot, a deep place scooped in a 
rock or river-bed by ihe ed- 
dies. 
vpovLyptUL 
, prestlye, quickly, 
' pricked, rode smartly. 
: prime, six o^ clock. 
prude, SI J proud t 
put down, putten down, 
executed^ killed. 



quair, choir, 
quha, who. 
quick, aUve, 

raw, row. 

reade, advise, 

reave, deprive, 

removde, 174, stirred up^ ex- 
cited. 

renish, renisht, 161, 167 ? 

rievers, marauders^ robbers* 

rigg, ridge. 

rive, riven. 

roode, cross. 

room, 217, make room, 

roudes, haggard, 

round tables, a game much 
played in the Ibth 4' 16^ 
century, 

row, roU; rowd, roUed, 

sackless, guiUless. 

said, sold. 

sark, shirt, shift. 

sat, ftted. 

saye, 211, essay, try, 

scale, scatter, disperse. 

scath, injury, 

scoup, 194, go or fly. 

scuttle dishes, 265, wooden 

platters. 
sea-maw, sea-m^w. 
see, (save and see^) protect. 
sell, good; sell gude, right 

good, 
sen, 272, sent, 
sen, since. 
send, message. 
shanna, shoM not. 
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shawM, showed, step-minnie, ttep^mother. 

sheen, bright. sterte, ttaried. 

shent, (Msgraced, injured. stickit, 189, ciU the throat. 

shope, 89, shapedy assumed. stock, the forepart of a bed. 

shot, plot of Umd; also, a stoupa^ flagons. 

place where flskermen lei out stonr, stower, 171, flght^ dis" 

their nets. turbance. 

shot - window, a profecUdj stown, stolen. 

ooer-hanging toindow. *^ Btreekit, stretchedyStrtKhdotim. 

sicker, sickerly, «ure, surely, stythe, 48, sty. 

side, long. suld, should. 

sindry, ZOl, peculiar. swaird, sword. 

skeely, skilful. sweven, dream. 

skink, serve drink. swith, quickly. 

slodBj slid, ^it. syne, then, afterwards; ere 

sloe, slay ; slone, slain. syne, before now. 
smlt, a clashing noise. 

sonm, swim. tee, too. 

spare, the opening in a woman^s tein, suffering , grief. 

gown. thae, ffiese. 

spille, destroy f perish. theek, theekit, thatch, thatch- 

sta*, Stan. ed. 

staf, tluf. think lang,/ee^ weary, ennuye. 

stark and stoor, 246, strong, thir, Oiese. 

and brave ; here we may thocht lang, grew weary, feU 

say, rough and rude. ennui. 

staw, stoU. thole, endure. 

steek, slUch, thread; steeking, thorn, 889, (and thorn'd, ii. 

stitching. 886, ) refreshed imth food f 
steeked, fastened. 

* It " meant a certam species of aperture, generally cir- 
cular, which used to be common in the staircases of old wooden 
houses in Scotland, and some specimens of which are yet 
to be seen in the Old Town of Edinburgh. It was calculated 
to save glass in those parts of the house where light was 
required,' but where there was no necessity for the exclusion 
of the air." — Chambers. 

Not always certainly, since persons are sometimes said to 
be lying at the shot window. 
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thoucb, though. wag, wrap. 

thought lang, grew uwory, feU warlock , wizard 

ennui. wat, know, 

thoust, thou ihonkkL wat, wet. 

thraw, twisL wavked, uxttched. 

till, 170, enUce, WAur, worse. 

till, to. weary, causing trouble^ sad, 

tiue, 176, losef tint, tost. wed-bed, marriage-bed. 

tint, 188, 227, apparently nUs- weets, knows. 

used by Percy, for tine, weil-heW, the vortex of a 

lose. whirlpool. 

tippit, lock {of hair). weill-faur'd, weUfavored. 

tirled at the pin, trUkd, or weir, tmr. 

rattled, at the door-latch. weird, 220, madt UaJble to, ex- 

tolbooth, prwon, posed to; 802, apparently, 

tone, the one, (after the.) foretell that it is importanL 

toom, empty. weirdless, unlucky. 

trattles, prattles, tattles. well-wight, right active. 

trysted, made an appointment westTin, westward. 

with. whareto, wherefore. 

twig, tmtch. whin,/ttr«e. 

twine, part. wicht, toight. 

tyne, lose. wicker, tunst, from being too 

tightly drawn. 

ugsorae, disgusting, loathsome, wight, strong, active. 

imco, strange. wightlye, bravely, quicMy. 

unmacklye, 187, unAapebf. wightsmen, 826, husbandmen t 

win, eome, reach; win near, 

wad, wager, eome near ; win up, get iq>. 

wad, tpould. winsome, gay, comely. 

wae, sad. win hay, dry or make. 

wake, watch. wit, informatkm. 

wale, choose* wite, blame. 

wallowed, 282, withered, wode, mad. 

waly, alas. woe, sad, 

wan, dnrk, black, gloomy. won up, 218, get up; shonld 

wand, wicker. be win up, 

wane, 221, a number efpsopk. wrooht, wrought. 

wantonly, 82, nimbly. wush, washed. 
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wyde, wade. 7^^Si V^^^H' 

wyte, 317, blame. young son, 105, $ee auld son. 

wyte, know. ynwie, rode. 

y-were, were- 
yate, gate. 

yeard-fast,^ecf in tke earth, zechins, sequins. 

yestreen, yesterday. zoung, young. 

yett, gate. Zule, Yukj Christmas. 



